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He who writes a book hath cause to tremble. 



ALL RIGHTS RESERVED BY A. U. MAYFIELD. 



LAYING THE CORNER STONE. 



At first it was my intention to lay the corner 
stone for this book on the * 'solid rock," but after 
much wakefulness and having had thrust upon me 
large chunks of evidence that a prophet is not with- 
out honor save in his own country, I anived at the 
conclusion that a little "sand" is very essential in so 
great an undertaking. 

I thought to publish this book exclusively for 
the pleasure or displeasure of a few thousand of my 
personal friends who would voluntarily agree to 
furnish the * 'rocks" for the foundation before the 
dedication services were begun ; but alas, it takes 
money to print a book, and I have found it expe- 
dient to exceed the bounds of personal friendship and 
thrust upon the ever suspecting American people 
this work in hopes that it might, somewhere, 
sometime, be the means of planting a tender smile 
in the tear-moistened isle of a down-cast soul, and 
incidentally turn a few metalic sheckles into the 
asbestos-lined pocket of the author. 



DEDICATION. 



To my dear, loving wife, Corinne, who has no 
doubt secretly suffered much that others might 
smile, this little book is humbly dedicated. 

THE AUTHOR. 



RIPS PROM THE BUZZ SAW. 



Under this heading many of the little **Rips" 
between the covers of this book have appeared in 
the St. Joseph Daily News ; some of them in the 
Omaha Daily World-Herald, the Omaha Daily 
News, the Kansas City World and other daily 
papers of note, and some are here published for the 
first time. They are all the product of the author. 

**Rips From the Buzz Saw** have been copied 
extensively in the leading daily papers of the 
country, and from time to time 1 have gathered to- 
gether some of the sayings, moods and doggerel for 
the perusal of those who might care for them. 

A. U. M. 



AS THROUGH SMOKED GLASS. 



**God made but one image from this mold. 
One was aplenty.** 



When it was announced that **Rips** Mayfield 
would write a book the reporters in the St. Joseph 
Daily News office at once urged him to write his 
own autobiography, but he said he didn't think 
much of a man who hadn't done enough in life to 
give his nearest friends some idea of what material 
he is made, without having to write it himself. 

**Rips** is anything but egotistical. He enjoys 
making other people happy, but he shuns personal 
praise. But there is nothing within his power that 
** Rips** would not do for his friends, and when it 
was urged upon him that he allow one of the * *f orce* * 
to write his biography he finally consented, and the 
very pleasant lot fell to me. 

**Rips !** How shall 1 describe him ? I cannot 
compare him to anyone else, for, like the big giraffe 
in Ringling Brother's circus, **there is only one of 
him extant.** First, as to his beauty. I wonder 
why the people — the girls, at any rate— always ask 
about a celebrity*s personal appearance first? 
Listen; let me whisper something to you on the 
subject of **Rips* ** beauty. Those of us who know 
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him well frequently hear him remark that he wishes 
the Lord had made him rich instead of good-looking. 
On what grounds he makes this observation we have 
never been able to discover — ^you may draw your 
own conclusions. 

Big and fat he certainly isn't ; nor is it exactly 
a case of **linked sweetness long drawn out." 
**Rips" is a man of medium height, average weight 
and ordinary good looks. 

Yes, **Edna'' and **Edith" and **Maude" and 
* 'Helen** and **Oscar** and the rest of you, A. U. 
Mayfield is his real name — he can't help it. 

Solemncholy or funny ? Both, and neither, 
**dea^t.^* Tisa rule **Rips" takes everything — 
even his own jokes — ^seriously. Quicker to see 
pathos or tragedy than humor, the humor is still 
there — a humor peculiar to himself, keen and rich. 
In personal intercourse with him it is first recognized 
in a rare twinkle of the eye, that his friends are 
always on the watch for, knowing that it is the fore- 
runner of one of his inimitable bits of wit. 

While in the public eye **Rips" Mayfield poses 
as a humorist, in private life he is beloved by his 
friends, idolized by the small boys, and often turned 
to with implicit confidence by the unfortunate and 
wretched, as a man of large soul and wide sympa- 
thies — always ready with pity. He will give his last 
penny to one in need and when he writes a story of 
destitution and suffering it is with tears in his eyes. 

A nature of intensities and contradiction, **Rips" 
is yet withal * * A gentle beast and of good conscience. ' ' 

Yes, he's a good fellow — ^watch him. 

Stella Marie Walker. 
Alias **The Bachelor Girl." 




The Wild Rose and the Maid. 



She plucked at morn a wild red rose, 
That grew by the windinsr path 

Which lead to the brink of a tfurfirlinfir stream 
Where the ripplinff waters lauffh. 

She picked the petals, one by one. 

From the thorny stem of the rose. 
Then dropped them all in the rapid stream 

That down to the ocean flows. 



"Farewell!" said she, "my tender rose!" 
"Farewell!" said she— and then— 

"When you return to the stem 1 hold 
I'll trust in the vows of men !" 



"RIPS." 
Some people can't take a pill seriously. 
Pity the man who inherits nothing but a thirst. 
To know the true value of money is to be broke. 

It is better to be a half wit than to have no 
wit at all. 

Some people are so poor they can't draw a 
check on a horse. 

# 

Most anyone can make a square meal out of a 
round steak. 

When a young man falls in love he usually 
drops into poetry at the same time. 

A New York man traded his wife for a dog. 
Poor unfortunate dog. 

Don't dwell too long on the noble deeds of 
yesterday. There is a whole day tomorrow that 
has never been touched. 

A greater part of the grading work on the 
Burlington's new road from Cody to Toluca, Wyo., 
was done by Indian men. This is positively the 
first time on record where a railroad company openly 
encouraged * 'scalpers. ' ' 
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Parlor matches are always going out on a strike. 

Some people know enough but they can't think 
of it. 

The gladsome days of springtime 

Incline to make us sad 
When we find a charming story is 

A **tired feeling" ad. 

There are more young heads on old shoulders 
than old heads on young shoulders. 

V If you dig into the past you must expect to 

nick your spade. 

Some people don't know enough to lie down 
and give the public a chance to forget them. 

The man who invented money and placed the 
eagle on it evidently used that emblem because he 
knew how money would fly. 

When a man wants to economize he pays $2 
for a razor and shaves himself about twice. When 
a woman wants to economize she cuts up a $24 
dress to make an apron for her little girl. 

An Oklahoma woman by the name of Drumm 
gave birth to triplets. Wouldn't that beat you ? 
And then, just think what a marching time there 
will be when all of the little Drumms start up at once. 
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Some wise man hath said that many a man 
has gone broke because he thought he knew more 
than anyone else. 

The love of a true woman gives a deeper senti- 
ment of the worth of the sacredness of life than any 
other one thing. 

It is an old saying that opportunity knocks at 
every man's door some time, but 1 am inclined to 
believe that it often watches until a fellow goes out 
and then slips up and leaves its card. 

Missouri sunshine is far more exhilarating than 
any Kentucky moonshine that ever came from the 
still. 

People who spend one half of their time sitting 
around waiting for the tide to go oUt, usually spend 
the other half waiting for their ship to come in. 

The lettuce that blushed so coquettishly when it 
saw the salad dressing, completely wilted when it 
found that the hot grease, had soured on it. 

Dr. Silver was arrested at Sioux City charged 
with having caught Miss Kittie Early and Miss Emma 
Dill on the street and kissed them. It seems to a 
man way down here in Missouri that Miss Dill made 
a pickle of herself in refusing Silver. As to the 
conduct of Miss Early it is now too late to pass 
judgment. 
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A great many horse-powers are run by mules. 

It*s better to have false teeth than a false tongue. 

A woman's outer garments often cover a'mul- 
titude of pins. 

A man's faith in God is too often measured by 
his faith in man. 




''A RISING YOUNG MAN.*' 

Some men get up wrong end to and then quar- 
rel with their wives about it. ^ 

A man's other rib is the bone of contention in 
some families. 

If you haven't enough grip in your hand to 
hang on, don't shake hands at all. Go practice on 
a dead fish's tail. 

A boy by the name of Fudge has a very hard 
time getting any other boys to play marbles with 
him. 



^ / 

Women would make good legislators. They ^ 
already know how to introduce a bill in the house. 



I used to wonder what the end 
Of all this world would be 

If politics were laid away, 

But now I know — etemitv! 



A little girl who listened to a stuttering man for 
some time, turned to her mamma and said: 

**Mamma, that man talks in bunches,-don't 
he?*' 

^# 
It is unlucky to be run over by a hearse on 
Friday. There is apt to be a death in the neighbor- 
hood. 

A man is usually overcome when a double joy 
comes his way, especially if both of the twins are 
girls and he was looking for a boy. 

A man by the name of Gunn shot and killed 
himself at Lincoln. He didn't know his name was 
loaded. 

If you must drown your troubles do it in the 
river, where you will ndt disturb the sober people 
on the streets. 

# 
A police officer is paid $35 a month for what 
he does, and $35 for holding his temper while the 
public curse him. 
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sj A fellow never knows just when he is going to 

be **called upon the carpet*' of eternity. 

Maude wants to know why some men are like 
a lamp post. Don't know Maude, unless it's be- 
cause they stand in their own light. 

When a man puts a gunnysack over his dog's 
head to save the bark, you may put it down that he 
is a doggoned stingy man. 

Unkind words even make a dog feel bad. 

If all men thought alike there would be .more 
duels over women than a French novel could tell 
about. 

Some how or another people expect more of a 
preacher's son than they do of any other boy, and 
they are rarely disappointed. 

# • 
If patent medicines accomplished all that is 
claimed for them graveyards would soon go out of 
style. 

Speaking about hard deaths. Did you ever 
think what a hard death the ossified man must 
have? 

There is a St. Joseph old maid praying for a 
v husband. Should she succeed in getting him she 
will be wise to keep right on praying for him. 
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A little woman expects just as much attention 
as a big one, and she generally gets it. 

If you get to church first, shove over. 

I wonder how a woman feels when she cries for 
effect and it doesn't take. 

When a boy gets so far along that he falls in 
love with the school ma'am, he might just as well 
be taken out of school and put on the ice wagon. 

Cold and blustry weather. 

The coal men love to see; 
But it comes a long ways, neighbor. 

Of suiting you and me. 

When Gabriel blows his trump on the last great * 
day, someone will raise up and cry **Wait a 
minute." 

A young man nevei objects to being left alone 
if his sweetheart is with him. 

The young man in St. Joseph who stole a lock 
of hair from his sweetheart's head one night, ruined 
the best switch the girl had, but he doesn't know it. 

# 

If a man's dog is gone away from home two 

hours he grows excited and notifies the police. If 

his boy stays out all night and part of the next day 

he goes to sleep and lets his wife do the worrying. « 
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OARING FOR A SIOK ROOM. 



**Constant Reader'* wants to know if a sick 
room should have carpet on the floor. 

Ordinarily, yes. But of course the kind of 
carpet depends upon how sick the room is. Some 
rooms are so sick that even a gunny-sack spread 
on the floor would have no demoralizing effect on it. 
The ordinary boarding house room is too sick to 
care whether it has a carpet on or not. 

Take for instance a room that is suffering from 
a chronic disease of softening of the plastering, that 
has been brought on by the inhalation of too much 
liquid atmosphere through the airholes in the 
shingles — this kind of a room would not feel any 
better by having a Brussles carpet on the floor. The 
hair and lime from the ceiling would cast a gloom 
over the entire carpet and put the rose wreath out of 
harmony with the carnation plush on the center 
piece. 

Many sick rooms are carpeted with yellow clay 
and tobacco quids, but this style of floor matting is 
not recommended as being conductive to the con- 
valescence of a sick room. It is better that this 
kind of a room die and be cremated in sulphur. 

A room that has spasms, brought on by too 
close a relation with the roomer who comes home 
late at night full of cemetery promoter, should be 
well supplied with moquette carpet, with nap on it 
as long as the hair on an antelope. 

Where a room is suffering with an attack of 
entomological habitation on the slats, it is not wise 
to have a carpet on the floor. In such cases a flush 
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application of redhot water and pans green is much 
better than a rag carpet like your mother makes. If 
it doesn't relieve the room it will no doubt promote 
sleep on the part of the roomer. 

Many a room looks sick when it is only suffer- 
ing a temporary attack of room-atcis, and may be 
brought x)ut of the kinks by a poultice application of 
flour-paste and wallpaper. In such cases the room 
may be carpeted with impunity and velvet rugs, 
without fear of a relapse. 

This is almost all I know about sick rooms. 

P. S. — Don't blow out the gas. 

When politics begin to warm up, keep your 
hand on your pocketbook. 

The second time a man gets married he acts 
like he was ashamed of it at the wedding. 

If people got all they prayed for they wouldn't 
know where to put it. 

Men are just as jealous as women are, and a 
great deal bigger fools. 

It is considered very unlucky to fall out of an 
eight-story window on Wednesday. 

When I hear a man refer to his wife as **the 
old woman" I can't help but suspect that he makes 
her carry in the coal, clean off the sidewalk and 
possibly take in washing to keep him. 
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Why Johnny Got Spanked. 



[I] 
Girl in hammock— 

Roffuisli eye- 
Sees a man 

DrawinfiT niffh. 
Pretends to read 

From a book- 
Over top 

She does look. 

[in 

Man approaches. 

Catches eye 
Of roffuish ffirl— 
Heaves a sififh. 
Soon he linsrers 
By her side- 
Drops in hammock- 
Takes a ride. 



[Ill] 
Both in hammock, 

Swinffingr slow, 
Talk and titter 

As they go. 
Little Johnny, 

Full of hope. 
Knife in hand. 

Cuts the rope. 

[IV] 

Girl is limpings- 
Ankle sore, 

Man is crippled— 
What a bore. 

Johnny's laugrhinfir— 
Not a bit, 

For it hurts him 
Now to sit. 



Don*t go to sleep until you know where the 
fire escape is. It may come in handy when you 
want to skip your board bill. 
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St. Joseph is so hilly the asphalt won't stay on 
unless it is nailed. 

Some congregations won't stand to have their 
pastor tell the truth. 

The average American sends one telegram a 
year and that generally reads: **Dearwifey, come 
home at once.'' 

A great many people kill time with about as 
much excitement as though they were attending a 
funeral. 

# • . 
When a fellow sends you word he is going to 
lick you on sight, just go right along and attend 
prayer meeting as usual. He will never touch you. 

A man was arrested in Chicago for calling a 
policeman a liar. It is getting so a man doesn't 
dare tell the truth any more. 

Some people pass through life as though 'they 
expected to remain right here forever and a day. 

While you are speaking evil about your neigh- 
bor he may be praying that you will get your just 
deserts. 

The minute a woman becomes a grass widow 
of her own volition, she begins to look for someone 
who can run a lawn mower. 



IS 

Lots of men **get into the swim** who don't 
know how to keep their heads above the water. 

A Chicago professor bathed some bad boys in 
oil and mustard. The boys were very hot about it. 

If it were not for the wickedness in the world 
the preachers would be out of a job. 

John Winter and Alice Frost were married in 
Kansas City. They ought to cut considerable ice. 

Most men who cast bread upon the water ex- 
pect cake in return. 

It is considered unfortunate to be shot on 
Tuesday. . 

No, Edna, dear, a hog raiser is not an instru- 
ment with which to shave hogs. 

More people are self unmadethantheother way. 

No, Edith, a flying rumor is not, generally 
speaking, one who hurries from a rooming house. 

More people are self unmade than the other 
way. 

The best way to get an answer to your prayers 
is to take them to the Lord yourself, and not to 
depend on the preacher to carry them for you. 
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When love goes to working in a fellow's breast 
for the first time everything else takes a layoff. 

Just as many people **break the ice" in the 
summer time as they do in the winter. 

A pretty dining room girl goes a long ways 
toward making a fellow enjoy his meal. 

We often wonder what women would think if 
the men were continually cutting up their clothes 
and making them over. 

Little Jay's mamma attends matinees at the 
theatres quite often, and one day when she returned 
home he asked: 

** Where have you been, mamma?" 

**To a funeral," she replied. 

**Was it good ?" came the astonishing inquiry. 

The real good that lies within us is rarely ever 
discovered until after we are dead. 

We have too many preachers and not enough 
of the real religion that saves. 

According to the plans and specifications as laid 
down by John on the Isle of Patmas the New 
Jerusalem will not be any larger than Omaha, and 
from last accounts the census will have to be padded 
considerable over there to place the population along 
with the * 'Twelve Cities." 
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WHEN THE CLOCK STARTED. 



Musings of the postoffice clock: 

Here's my hand. 

1 am an also-ran. 

My hands were tied. 

My inside works — sometimes. 

1 am still white in the face. 

1 made nothing by saving time. 

1 was out, but not on a strike. 

I used up a great deal of dead time. 

The key to the situation has been found. 

The minute 1 woke up I commenced doing 
business on tick. 

1 had been running down for some time and 
needed the rest. 

Slimpsy church members always. help the devil. 

When a woman gets a new dress she repays a 
great many old calls at once. 

The nearer you get to nature's heart the better 
you will think of life. 

A great many of the imitations are really better 
than the original. 

Sunday school loses much of its attraction for 
the little ones when it is too cold for picnics. 

It isn't a sign that a man runs a saw mill just 
because you saw dust on his hat. 
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You are pretty safe in spanking a baby that 
cries without shedding a tear. 

Some young men get married before they have 
enough clothes to flag a bread wagon. 

The faults in one person might shine like 
diamond studs in another. 

Women are the salt of the earth, which means 
men are too fresh, and are neva* seasoned right 
until married. 

Some cows would kick if milk was $7 a quart. 

When you have got the ball started rolling 
don't stop to spit on your hands. 

The man who never held public office may 
never know how mean he really is. 

The resurrection mom holds in store some very 
startling surprises for a number of long-faced people. 

A candy-kiss has a great deal more sugar in it 
than the other kind, but it isn't near so sweet. 

Stealing is a touching profession. 

**Never do today what you can put off for 
tomorrow," is a motto too many people go by. 
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Some people have more broken ties than a 
railroad. 

The girl who chews gum comes nearer having 
perpetual motion than anything 1 have seen. 

Men may be persuaded. A coward may be 
driven. 

# 

Little Esther had been sent to a neighbor's for 
some milk, and when she returned she w^s chided 
for staying so long. She replied: 

**Well, mamma, I had to wait till they pumped 
the cow." 

When a man loses his dog he raises the 
neighborhood. When he loses his child his wife 
raises the neighborhood. 

An old scrawny critter is at once transformed 
into a thoroughbred the minute a railroad engine 
kills it. 




HAVING A RUN FOR HIS MONEY. 
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The Ohio man who confessed to murdering 
five wives says he would rather go to the other 
place than to meet all of those women in heaven. 

You never hear of people at a boarding house 
quarreling over who shall have the wing. 

If you eat pie with your knife you have no 
moral right to be offended if people stare at you. 

The more we come in contact with great men 
the greater estimation we have of ourself . 

A stirring scene in the house — a woman mak- 
ing corn-meal mush. 

> 
When the devil wants someone to do a real 
clever job for him he picks out a congressman or a 
deacon in a church. 

A stroke of enterprise would kill some people. 

There are more good people in the world than 
bad ones. 

I never could understand why some young men 
wear such high collars, unless it is to keep their 
heads balanced. 

No, Helen, dearest; when a man has his hair 
shingled it isn't for the purpose of keeping him 
from having water on the brain. 
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Jeremiah Gridder says the chicken is the most 
pious fowl because so many of them enter the 
ministry. 

George Olendorf's bulldog, Sport, is getting 
so fat that he will not pass a butchershop without 
a bodyguard. 

A boy who loves his mother and is not ashamed 
to prove it by little acts of kindness and attention 
in the presence of others, will be a man of honor. 

Whenever news becomes scarce someone pulls 
a loaded shotgun out of the wagon by the muzzle. 

Yhere are two things that ought not to be. One 
% a home without a baby ; the other, a baby with- 
out a home. 

If a man doesn't want to be a hen-pecked hus- 
band he shouldn't lay around the house. 

The defeat of General Ma in China, dear Helen, 
ought to be proof enough that Ma's place is at home 
with the children. 

The St. Joseph detectives are looking for a 
young man who stole a kiss from a stenographer on 
the fourth floor of one of the office buildings on 
Felix street, grabbed the door jam as he passed out, 
took the elevator, but not desiring to overburden 
himself left the building. 
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Men are only grown up boys, but a girl is a 
woman as soon as she begins to wear long dresses. 

There is one peach crop in Missouri the cold 
weather cannot kill — the beautiful girls. 

A top buggy ought to spin well. 

A man and woman in Omaha who were divorc- 
ed some time ago are now on friendly speaking 
terms. There is nothing to quarrel about now that 
they are separated. 

When a man gets that itching around his heart 
for political .'office there is nothing that cah scratch 
it but the voters, and they sometimes scratch him 
clear oflf the list. 

Have you ever noticed how quickly a gruff man 
will change his voice when he finds it is a woman at 
the other end of the telephone? 

There is again some talk of changing the calen- 
dar. If this is done we hope the professors who 
have it in charge will add a few more paydays to 
the list and cut off some of the birthdays. 

If a man doesn't marry his first sweetheart he 
always feels bad about it until he goes back to his 
old home and sees her with five or six little red- 
headed, speckled-faced tadpoles hanging to her apron 
strings, calling her mamma. 
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It is not always safe to jump at a conclusion. 
There might be a hole under it. 

There are days of melancholy "^ 

In this world for everyone, 
For the human race must swallow 

Its sorrow with its fun. 

Maude wants to know what makes the ocean 
moan so. Because, dear Maude, there is perhaps 
some lobster pinching its under-tow. 

When a young man begins to wash his neck 
and wear a paper collar, it is a pretty sure sign he's 
in love. 

A runaway team and a prattling woman never 
know when to stop. 

A gossiping man does more damage in the 
neighborhood than all the women talebearers this 
side of the river Jordan. 

People never think of running away from 
trouble until they have first stirred the old fellow up 
to the fighting point. 

Johnny and his little sister had knelt to pray. 
Johnny got as far as ''Give us this day our daily 
bread," and was about to ask to have his tres- 
passes forgiven, when Little Sister broke in by 
saying: **Ask for gravy, too, Johnny." 
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An upright piano ought never to give out a bad 
note. 

When we talk of carrying a fight to the bitter 
end we very often forget that the end we have hold 
of is anything but sweet. 

A St. Joseph butcher caught a strange dog in 
his shop and cut its tail off with a knife. The 
humane officer was detailed to retail the dog. 

Don't go to the pesthouse on Thursday ; you 
might lose your standing in society for quite awhile. 

A great many women go to church to watch 
and to pray — especially to watch. 

A man who is ashamed of his nationality rarely 
does anything to better it. 

Home rule doesn't mean that the husband has 
a right to tank up on dynamite whiskey and then 
go home and rule the whole roost. 

There is some difference between a pineapple 
and a pine knot, but not much. 

Hubby — Well, I can make up my mind in a 
very short time. 

Wifey— Why, of course; people who havn't 
much of anything to make up need spend but little 
time on it. 
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There is method in his madness. 
As he rants and paws the air; 
w For he spent three hundred dollars . 
To restore his fallen hair. 

f, And now he has discovered 

He's srot water on the brain. 
For the "viaror" that he purchased 
Was only bottled rain. 

Some women will dye before they will permit 
their hair to turn gray. 



Some people are so two-faced it is difficult to 
tell whether they are coming or going. 
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A single room is often occupied by married 
people. 

A man's coat always hangs well when he is 
executed on the gallows. 

It rarely occurs that a married man waij^s to go 
to war. He has had his fill of it at home. 

The more I see of mules the less 1 believe that 
man sprung from a monkey. 

The sidewalks are so narrow in St. Joseph that 
it keeps one busy saying **beg your pardon." . 

No, Helen, dearest ; a pen picture is not neces- 
sarily a photograph of a pigpen. 

A stenographer who can't stenog is of but little 
service. 

Evil-minded people see bad in everything. 

Don't raise one thing on earth and expect to 
reap another in the next world. 

The Topeka minister who, after having preach- 
ed an eloquent funeral sermon, wound up by say- 
ing, **an opportunity will now be given to pass 
around the bier," must have forgotten for the mo- 
ment that he was in prohibition Kansas. 
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SOLOMONIZED. 



**Gotothe ant, thou sluggard; consider her 
ways," that thy wife may not have to take in 
washing for a living. 

**Happy is the man that findeth wisdom," but 
foolish is he who sayeth **I told you so." 

** Wisdom is the principal thing," but it takes 
money to live in a firstclass boarding house. ^ 

* 'Enter not into the path of the wicked," or it 
may be said of thee: * *He died with his boots on. ' ' 

**lVly son, if thou be surety for thy friend," 
thou wilt have it to pay. 

'*A naughty person, a wicked man, walketh 
with a froward mouth," and when he stumbleth he 
steppeth into it. 

"A wise son maketh a glad father," but a 
peanut-headed boy with a cigarette in his yellow lips 
causeth the sire to weep. 

'^Stolen waters are sweet," but don't let the 
Water Company catch you at it. 

**He that walketh uprightly walketh surely,"- 
unless it be on some of the icy sidewalks along 
Frederick avenue. 

**I have perfumed my bed with myrrh," and 
feathered my nest with filthy lucre, sayeth the 
official who winketh his other eye at gambling. 

'*Wincis amocker; strong drink is raging," 
and Carrie Nation is whetting her old hatchet in the 
woodshed. 

**Thc rich and the poor meet together," but 
the poor generally have to turn out of the road. 
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"RIPS." 

One-sided love always looks foolish to the one 
who doesn't reciprocate. 

The town clock ought to be ashaqied of itself — 
striking the poor defenseless hour every time it gets 
its hands on it. 

Yes, Stella, dear; a newspaper **scoop," has a 
handle to it— that is, the city editor **handles" it 
after it is turned in. 

If everyone thought alike there would be but 
one woman in the world receiving the attention of 
the men. 

Lura wants to know if a honeycomb will hold 
her hair in place. Yes, my child, it will ; but if 
you havn't one lying around handy use mucilage or 
a wet towel — they will answer the same purpose. 

It isn't the highest steeple on a church building 
that draws the most favor from above. 

When your wife changes the manner of doing 
up her hair, notice it. When she puts on a new 
dress and looks unusually sweet, notice it. When 
she looks as though she wanted a dish of ice cream, 
notice it. When she— well, when she does anything 
that you would notice in another girl, notice it. 
Then she will know you love her. And you do. 
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Sorrow makes a man think of how mean he 

has been. 

If some people should die and go up they would 
kick on the climb-it. 

Even the prisoner who receives a light sentence 
wishes it to be kept in the dark. 

When a row occurs in a card room someone 
invariably turns the tables. 

Some people never hurry until a flea bites them. 

An exchange says when love steps in horse 
sense is crowded out. Td rather be a lover any 
time than to be a horse. 

Eating a pancake without maple syrup is a good 
deal like kissing a girl with a mask on. 

* • 
Speaking about birthstones reminds me that 
when I was a kid on the farm I used to think the 
grindstone was mine. 

Rusty Kate has been arrested in Topeka on the 
charge of being a vagrant. It is dangerous to rusti- 
cate in Kansas. 



If people were as ready to recognize the good 
in their fellow men as they are to pick out the bad, 
happiness would go up several notches. 
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Some men forget their wedding day and others 
wish they could. 

Keep your appointments with your wife, even 
though you have to lie to the other girl. 

There is a great deal of difference between 
cream and the top of the milk. 

Young married folks hardly get over cooing 
and talking baby talk, until they have to commence 
it again. 

The farmers of Illinois have formed an egg 
trust. It does seem that the yolk becomes harder 
and harder to bear. 

Monkey-faced pansies now in bloom, 
Peeking through the fence — 

Pretty girl in ice-cream room, 
Cost me fifty cents. 

Byron — Paw, was George Washington a bush- 
whacker? 

Paw— No, child, what makes you think so.^ 
Byron — Well, he whacked the cherry bush, 
didn't he? 

I never could see the economy in a woman 
using up $2 worth of ice-wool and spending nine 
days making a fascinator that she could buy on a 
bargain counter for 49 cents. 
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People who want to be * 'treated as one of the 
family" don't always know what they are asking 
for. 

A jury is impaneled because it doesn't know 
anything. 




OUT FOR AN EVENING WALK. 

When a family domestic gets well enough 
acquainted to boss the children she loses her job. 

Every country has its draw-back — 

Every stream its bubbles; 
Every rose its thorny stem — 

Every soul its troubles. 

When a fellow gets between the devil and the 
deep blue sea you hardly ever hear of any one being 
drowned in the neighborhood. 

* 

A thing of beauty is very often cheated of its 
joy forever by marrying the wrong man. 
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It Rhymed; but- 
One day I heard little Esther singing at the top 
of her voice, and this is the way she lined up the 
words: 

**My father and mother are Irish, 
And Tm an Irish stew! " 
A few days later she came tripping home from 
school singing this one: 

**I love thy locks and frills — 
Thy good and tempered pills — 
My heart with apple fills, 
Like cats above." 



Did it ever occur to you that every time the 
sun sets it hatches out a new day. 

I never could understand how two women know 
what the other is saying when they both talk at 
once. 

As you go through life don't neglect to drop a 
few seed that will rise up and call you blessed. 

It is a serious matter when people won't take a 
serious man seriously. 

A little boy who noticed an electrical display in 
the clouds, remarked- * 'Mamma, it's lightning like 
thunder." 

Some women want to run home to their mother 
every time the baby gets a tooth. 
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' Nlffht. 



The sun hath crone 

And left the land bereaved of radiant li^ht: 
The pale moon shines in the far-off sky— 

A messencrer of the niffht. 

From out behind the fleecy clouds 

The stars like brilliants ffleam; 
The soft winds fSui the new-born glades 

And cool the babbling stream. 

The busy day hath gone to rest. 

And ceased its weary fliglit 
Until the dawn of another day— 

And this is niirht. 



Hot weather fairly makes the butterscotch. 

If all things come to those who wait, as 
Proverbs say, the waiters and waitresses ought to be 
happy some sweet day. 

People hang on to the mistakes of others to 
long— in fact, so long their own sins find them out. 

When a body meets a body 

Who is full of rye, 
Then a body wishes he 

Might pass a body by. 

Talking to a woman who "just knows it" is 
nearly as bad as talking to a man who doesn't know 
a thing. 

An Atchison man by the name of John Colt 
sent the hired man for a doctor and the block-headed 
fellow summoned the horse doctor. 
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A little girl says that the reason we pray "give 
us this day our daily bread," is because we want it 
fresh. 

When a girl puckers her mouth to whistle she 
always looks to me like she was reaching out for 
a kiss. 

You have no doubt noticed that when a fat 
man climbs a hill on a warm day he takes off his 
hat and pants. 

Some men imagine they are setting the world 
afire when they can't get up enough friction to strike 
a match. 

No, Dorathy, dearest, the Panamas that are 
being worn this year are not like the old dish pan o' 
ma's we used to take a footbath in. 

You may talk about the beauties 

Of the home beyond the sky. 
Of the pleasures that await us 

In the sweetened by and by; 
But if I were only given 

A chance to have my way, 
I'd live right on this earth. 

Forever and a day. 

It may not be all of life to live nor all of death 
to die, but the most of us get all that is coming to us 
in both cases. 
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No Babe Without a Home. 



Every evening*, just at twilight. 

Wlien the stars begin to shine, 
I can hear a gentle voice 

Singing softly, "Baby Mine." 
How I love to sit and listen 

To that mother's lullaby. 
For it brings back gentle memories 

Of the days that have gone by. 
Days when wife and I were younger. 

And there nestled in the bed 
Tiny babe with golden ringlets 

Clustered 'bout her pretty head. 
And as the little Goldenlocks 

Filled our lives with love anew, 
I really think heaven came nearer 

Than it was before, don't you? 
And that is why I now repeat. 

As I sit tonight alone : 
No home should be without a babe- 
No babe without a home. 



There are so many people who have nothing to 
spend but time. 

A kiss without a squeeze is like cake without 
frosting. 

No, Stella, the man who beats the life out of 
the bass drum is not necessarily a drummer for a 
music house. 

If patent medicines accomplished all that is 
claimed for them graveyards would soon go out of 
style. 

Do not fall into the cistern on the last day of 
the week. It is considered unlucky and may spoil 
the wash water. 



/ , 
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A good friend is better than some brothers. 

If the Lord only *'Loveth the cheerful giver," 
his affections toward those who contribute to the 
blessed cause are not overworked. 

When a man tries to blot out the past with 
liquor he generally soaks his blotter full, and then 
does some more things he wishes he could forget. 

Some people claim there are six senses in the 
human make-up. Counting nonsense, that's true. 

# 
Just about the time the average man lays up 
four dollars for a rainy day, along comes the reaper 
Death and cuts him out. And then the heirs enjoy 
his money for a short time and then die paupers. 

The Pittsburg man who threw himself into a 
furnace, and was consumed in an instant, made a 
hot finish 

We don't hear so much of women gathering 
catnip in the fall time as we used to. 

No, Oscar, a retail merchant cannot fix your 
dog's tail on. 

A man by the name of Ham filled his rind with 
the oil of eruption the other night and when he got 
home his wife made him sleep in the smoke house. 
That ought to cure Ham. 




The Three Qrowiers. 



There are three ffhastly growlers that take an active part 
In making up the drama that perforates the heart: 

The savage, untamed bull-dog, whose growls will make you fear; 
Then there's the earthen "growler" that's filled with lager beer ; 

But the howling, growling bull-dog and the little earthen "can." 
Won't hold a lighted candle Jto the cranky, growling man! 



There is a smile back of every tear, but it often 
perishes before it comes over the dam. 

Mend your ways. It is the patch on your 
pants that wears the longest. 

A Nebraska man suicided leaving a note, 
saying: **Give my body to the hogs." His body 
was sent to an Omaha medical institution. 



An exchange says: **A St. Joseph young man 
took his best girl for a ride in an .automobile and 
they hadn't gone a mile when she began to buck 
like a Texas steer and the young man had to run 
her into a brick wall." 

Are St. Joseph girls so bad as that? 



40 
Some fools arc bom, but the most of them are 
made. 

When a man's wife finds a strange hair on his 
coat sleeve he begins to wonder where he got it. 

You can ride a free horse to death, but you 
will find it a difficult thing to over-heat a Missouri 
mule. 

Step ladders are not made especially for step- 
mothers. 

Ralph Winterbottom lives at Falls City, 
Nebraska. We have been trying to get at the 
bottom of winter for some time. 

A policeman must be very **catchy" if he 
expects to hold his job. 

A bony horse can shake the sleighbells just as 
loudly as a fat one. 

A good mirror never lies to your face, but 
there are many people who wish it did. 

People who can't stand prosperity do the 
loudest kicking when adversity overtakes them. 

Charity that lies around waiting to do some- 
thing big has a great deal of the tinkling cymbal 
elements in it. 
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Someone sent a pair of baby shoes to a young 
married couple in St. Joseph the other day, and the 
couple are wondering what to do with them. Just 
keep them. 

Some very homely girls have sweet faces. 
They dip chocolates in a candy factory. 

One time I saw this in a Nebraska paper: '*Our 
neighbor sent us a mess of roasting ears, and he will 
please accept our compliments, which are nearly a 
foot long." 

No, Maggie, pinkeye is not a diluted form of 
redeye. 

No, no, Nellie, you silly giri, when the sporting 
editor says **the batter goes out on a fly," he does 
not mean that the cook dropped pancake mortar on 
a housefly and then chased it out. 



My Southern Dream. 

1 love to sing of a dreamer- 
Of a southern maid 1 know— 

Whose hair like silken tendrils 
In waving clusters grow. 

Whose dreamy eyes like opals. 

Cut from the azure skies. 
Peep from 'neath the lashes 

That sweep, and droop, and rise. 

She's a type of the South, this dreamer. 

With voice of a lauffhin«r stream, 
And a heart that's true and lovinc 

This maid—my Southern dream! 
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According to the fourteenth verse of the fifth 
chapter of Isaiah, another addition has been built on 
for some of you. 




SLEIGHS ARE RUNNING AGAIN 



Charley Hopkins, an Iowa lad of eighteen, has 
married a woman sixty-four years old. But that is 
none of our business ; it was Hopkins' choice. 

There is but little Christianity in a man starving 
his own family in order to send money away to the 
heathen. 

A folding bed in St. Louis jumped onto the 
chambermaid the other night and squeezed just $400 
worth of life out of her, and she has brought suit 
against the hotelkeeper for the amount. 

A Chicago man has invented a means whereby 
whisky may be compressed into small tablets, 
which may be carried in the vest pocket. This cer- 
tainly is a blessing in disguise to the theatergoers 
who have been bothered half to death by "between 
act" topers. 
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Spring Feyer. . 



There's somethin' In the weather 
Thet makes a feller squirm, 

An* sort o* stretch his muscles 
Like a lazy angleworm. 

He doesn't feel just like himself— 

His appetite is bad— 
An' if he's asked to do some work 

It makes him boiUn' mad. 

He's srot thet tired feelin' 
An' he doesn't seem to care 

A durn about his business 
Nor the nation's war affair. 

His liver isn't workin' 
On the refir'lar union scale— 

His head is full of nothin' 
An' his face is ^ettin' pale. 

His heart don't do its duty. 

An' his bones are achin', too : 
He feels so ffuU-durn lazy 

Thet he don't know what to do. 

But I ffuess you all have had it— 
This fever in the springs 

When a feller wants to loiter. 
An' the birds bcfiln to sin^. 



Jo wants to know what is good for ants. 
Most anything that is sweet, my dear— custard pie 
preferred. 

An exchange, in writing up a wedding, says: 
*'The bony bride was the pick of the neighborhood." 
Perhaps that is what made her so bony. 

Ben Hellbush has rented a farm near Belgrade, 
Nebraska. Ben is said to be a straightforward man 
who never beats the devil around the back end of 
his name. 
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If you are not in earnest don't bother the Lord. 

Religion that has no charity isn't worth carry- 
ing home. 

When a man runs for office nowadays he not 
only has his record shown up from the cradle to 
the grave, but some of the newspaper cartoonists 
show how he will look in purgatory. 

The hinges of hell have no time to rust. 

Poeple who stick their noses into other people's 
business shouldn't raise such a howl when they get 
them smashed. 

Men talk about the spring house cleaning as 
though their wives hadn't swept the floor for eleven 
months. 

A weeping willow never sheds anything but its 
leaves. 

The way some women make excuses for not 
having mbre to eat when an unexpected guest drops 
in on Sunday would lead one to believe that they 
really live like queens on week days. 

John Polcat announces that he will stump the 
state of Kansas next election in the interest of 
prohibition. If there is anything in a name he 
ought to lend strength to the cause. 



46 




You may talk about your 'possums. 

And your raccoons that are sweet; 
Of your pawpaws and persimmons. 

And of other things you eat: 
But the srreatest appetizer 

That will hold my stomach's eye. 
Is a ju£- of apple cider 

And a piece of pumpkin pie. 

The diflference between a stogy cigar and a stogy 
shoe is that the leather in the cigar is chopped up. 



A false alarm causes just as much commotion 
as the real thing. 

# 

I would rather live in a bam with a kicking 
mule than in a house with a bilious man. 
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It Went the Rounds. 

Can a saw buck? — '*Rips'' in St. Joseph News. 

You bet! Can a horse fiddle.?— Keokuk Gate 
City. 

Sure. Can a chimney swallow ? — Chicago Tri- 
bune. 

Certainly. Ever hear of a ginger snap? — 
Topeka Capital. 

Yep. Ever see a bed spring? — Kansas City 
Journal. 

Of course. Can a rail fence? — New York 
World. 

To be sure. And wouldn't a railroad tie? But 
isn't the weather vane? — Philadelphia Telegraph. 

Rather. Was it a banana peel that made the 
night fall? — Chicago Record-Herald. 

And how does Long Island Sound? — Spring- 
field Union. 

Good. How would a crash suit? — Baltimore 
American. 

Fine. The World's Fair.— St. Louis Post- 
Dispatch. 

It is one thing to be brave and another thing to 
be foolhardy. 

One Omaha girl yelled so loudly at a ball game 
she sprained her ankle. What a very deep voice 
she must have. 

There is a man in St. Joseph by the name of 
Patch. Of course he has little Patches on his 
knees when at home by the fireside. 
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A gocd physician seldom loses his patience. 

You are advised to go to the ants for an 
example, because the uncles are generally as lazy as 
you are. 

We never could understand how a single man 
managed to get his laundry off every week. 

A Yale graduate is driving a hack in St. Louis. 
Where is the man who said a college education did 
not prepare men for work. 

Young man, take a satisfied man's advice, and 
marry the right girl. 

A potato combine has been formed at Kansas 
City, and out of the twenty-five dealers who have 
signed the agreement there is not a Murphy among 
them. 

The silent partner generally makes as much 
noise as anybody when the cashier skips with, the 
bank account. 

People who take their lives in their hands 
ought to find a good place to lay them down. 

The police anest^d a man for sterling a brick of 
limburger cheese. He said he was hungry and 
hadn't a cent. After he took the cheese he had the 
scent all right. 
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A honeymoon is one of those things that induces 
a man to blow in all of his ready cash for two rail- 
road tickets, and then walk the rest of his natural 
life. 

Frank Duck and Mayme Pigeon, two young 
goslings aged fifteen and eighteen respectively, were 
married in Oregon the other day. The silly geese; 
they will both be flying home to roost before the 
harvest is over. 

The trouble with most people is that when they 
get to the vertex of fame they think by cutting their 
suspenders they will take flight from the summit; 
but their ambition, and things, soon fall to the 
ground. 




LAID UP WITH THE GRIP. 



A small pupil at one of the St. Joseph schools 
wanted to do what she could for her little chum, 
who had been coming to school with her every 
morning, and this is the way she made excuse to 
the teacher: *' Please, teacher, Jennie isn't coming 
to school this morning. She's dead." 
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I once knew a woman who sat up nights to 

nurse a beastly dog while her husband growled him- 
self hoarse because she wouldn't come to bed. 

The woman from Savannah who called for 
canine capsules became real indignant when the St. 
Joseph drug clerk asked her what ailed her dog. 

# 

**Tom and Jerry" always spend their winters 
in Omaha. 

Some people swell up more over a forty-five 
dollar job driving a milk wagon than others would 
over being made president of a dried apple factory. 

# 

The man who discourages you by telling you 
you are getting old, seems to forget that he is con- 
suming just as much time as you are. 

A spoilt child usually gets into jail as soon as he 
is old enough. 

# 

The Anti-Saloon League can do a great deal 
toward stamping the saloon out, by hanging a few 
tin cups on the street water fountains. 

A new broom raises a whole lot of dust that 
damages the furniture. 

# 

It is possible for a burglar to crack a bank safe 
without breaking the bank. And very often the 
bank is **broke" without the safe even being cracked. 
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When a woman becomes disappointed in one 
man she declares all men are '*just alike" until she 
meets another man she admires. 

No, Stella, dearest ; a pinery is not a place where 
people usually go to pine, although it might be a 
very good place to "spruce up." 

1 can't quite understand how a married man 
could have a single thought. 

Uncle Sam should trade the Philippines for 
Ireland. Then we could raise our own policemen. 

Nowadays the liver has to take the blame for 
all of a man's meanness. 

When a woman goes into politics she lowers 
herself to the level of man. 

Every minute you spend trying to convince an 
egotist he is a fool, is time wasted. 

The best way out of trouble is to go through it 
and then clean your shoes. 

A man's name may be honored, but not at the 
bank. 

# 

The way some people hurry through this world 
would lead you to think they are afraid all the front 
seats in the hereafter will be taken. 
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A Kentuckyian who had been mixed up in a 

feud for forty years, died a natural death and his 
friends refused to bury him. 




1 carry a fine gasoline stove this summer. 
Local advertisement. 



According to the election laws of Colorado **the 
booths must be so constructed that the voter's legs 
may be seen to the knees." Ahem! We believe 
women vote in Colorado. 

Contentment and ambition can't live together 
in the same head. 

There is an undertaker in Chicago by the name 
of P. Kill He is a half brother to Dr. 1. Killem, of 
Peoria, 

A wealthy widower is advertising for a wife, 
but he bars red-haired women. Now, there is a 
man who ought to be hauled to the cemetery in a 
hearse drawn by white horses. 
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Little Bob says he wishes he was a carriage 
horse so he would have a new pair of shoes every 
three weeks. 

When a man presents his sweetheart with the 
golden band, does he not ring the belle. 

After all the church bell is nothing short of a 
fire alarm. 

# 
A Chicago woman sued her husband for divorce 
because he spanked her when she tried to kiss him. 
A woman who would want to kiss a Chicago man 
ought to be spanked. 

The woman who dresses to please the men 
worries the other woman at the same time, 

A pretty girl was struggling 'long; 

I offered to assist; 
We both stepped on a piece of ice 
And 
Came 
Down 
Just 
Like 
This. 

Don't overheat yourself. Remember that if 
you catch this car you will miss the next one. 

One night I heard a girl singing **When I Was 
Sweet Sixteen" with so much retrospective feeling 
in her voice that I thought how cruel is memory. 
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When a young man's fancies turn to love, he 

can't sharpen a lead pencil without cutting his 

fingers. 

A bald-headed man should be excused for not 
taking his hat off in an elevator where there are 
ladies. 

A Denver man married a twin, and now he is 
suing for divorce because he has to provide for two 
women. 




GAMBLERS' JOINTS TIED UP. 

When a man gets so poor that his relatives re- 
fuse to look him up when they come to town, he is 
indeed a subject for charity. 

The man who has no love in his soul is a dead 
one. 

There is one Council Bluffs girl who declares 
she would never marry a man who "just loves her 
for her good looks. ' ' IDon't fret, my dear, he won't. 
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It is said that 5,000 goats will be raised on the 
grazing lands of Wyoming this year. Now, here is 
a bumper crop sure enough. 

1 once knew a girl who laughed like a chicken 
— but then that is nothing to crow over. 

When you loan a match you never expect it 
will be returned. And besides, the one who bor- 
rows it always makes light of it. 

Heaven has never yet opened its portals to the 
man who had no use for children on earth. 

A fourth-class postmaster may still be a first- 
class man. 

IDon't marry a man expecting to reform him. 
He is liable to take you to the devil with him. 

A great many people claim they are washed 
white when they are only whitewashed. 

Every time Madam Disappointment comes she 
brings along one of her neighbors. 

# 

A Chicago professor bathed some bad boys in 
oil and mustard. The boys are very hot about it. 

When a great man dies the papers begin to hunt 
up the good things he did when living. While living 
they hunt up the other side of his career. 
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When I see people wadding lettuce into their 
mouths without first cutting it up 1 feel like taking 
my hat off to the billy goat at the alfalfa stack. 

Little Ike — Say, Cully, whose funeral is dat 
wot's passin' ? 

Cully — W'y, it's de man's wot's in de box, of 
course. 

If you whistle on the street every man for a 
block each way will turn his head to see who is call- 
ing him. 

A great many black-haired people get * 'red- 
headed" at times. 

Did you ever notice from the car window a dog 
running along just outside the six-wire fence, bark- 
ing at the train? Some men act just that way when 
they see an enterprise booming. 

A Cedar Rapids man says his children are * 'get- 
tin' so gol dum knowin' " he will have to take them 
out of school. 

When a woman begins to weep there is nothing 
left for a man to do but yield or leave the house. 

# 

There is a man in Missouri by the name of- 
Colon. We suppose his wife is a semi-colon ; his 
children question marks, and his mother-in-law a 
period. 
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Some Things That Mary Had. 



Mary had a little calf 
That firrew to be a steer. 

She sold It for enou^rh of cash 
To keep herself a year. 



Mary had a little puff 

She loved most dear. I vow; 

It taffsred her to a butcher shop- 
That dofiT is sausage now. 



Mary had a little lamb. 

Its hide was full of mutton; 

Every time it srot a chance 
It did a little buttin*. 

But then we shouldn't blame the lamb 
For doinff things quite shy. 

For buttons now are sriven us 
With everything we buy. 



One day 1 saw a great big man kick a little bit 
of a dog. 1 said to him: "You might be a dog 
yourself some day," and the dog got so mad it tried 
to bite me. 

A hog may be untidy but he won't chew 
tobacco. 

When a woman makes the rounds of the stores 
on a shopping tour she always comes home shopworn. 

# 

A man will readily promise to share the happi- 
ness and sorrows of life after marriage, but in many 
cases he monopolizes all the happiness and gives his 
wife the lion's share of the sorrow. 
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If a man wore as many striped and gaudy 
things as a woman he would be arrested and sent to 
the insane asylum. 

When a man walks out into the cow pasture 
looking for inspiration, he is liable to get it from the 
gentleman that made England famous. 

A St. Joseph woman is writing a book entitled, 
** When Doughnuts Were in Flour." This takes 
the cake. 

A dry goods man may be just as fond of wet 
goods as the other fellow. 

The brightest star it seems to me. 

In all the* 'milky way," 
Was she who drove the cattle home 

Just at the close of day. 

An Omaha school boy was playing dog catcher 
one day. The teacher came out just in time to res- 
cue a small boy he had caught about the neck with a 
slip-noose wire and was jerking along at a killing 
pace. 

"Why, Johnny; don't you know you will kill 
Bobby ? He is almost strangled to death now ! And 
you are the president of the Juvenile Humane soci- 
ety, too!" 

**Yes, but dat's only fer de prevenshun of 
cruelty to dogs! Bob's no dog," replied the young 
humane officer. 
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There is more honor in being blown into the 
land of pure delight by dynamite, than being run 
over by the hearse. 

The colder the weather, the hotter it makes the 
man who has to put up a stove-pipe. 

A Correspondent wants to know what mop 
handles are made of. Scrub oak, of course. 

No, Maude, when an attorney strains every 
point in favor of his client, he does not use a milk 
strainer. 

It beats all how a fellow will lie for his own 
country. 

Someone says that a ** journalist" is a news- 
paper man whose head has outgrown his hat. 

The gossiper has no part or lot in heaven. 

A Topeka man was arrested for stealing a load 
of hogs. One of the pigs squealed on him. 

It does not necessarily follow that you have 
broken the English language just because you drop- 
ped a remark. 

One little Montana boy has defined two babies 
as being twins, three babies as triplets, four babies its 
quadrupeds and five babies as centipedes. 
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When a team of horses gets beyond control 
they run away. When children get beyond control 
they run you away. 

A London woman has been arraigned before a 
magistrate on the charge of living with pigs. That's 
nothing; in this country there are plenty of women 
living with hogs. 

Some people join church just like they take 
summer excursions. They get into the fold every 
time the revival comes along. 



Sunday schools are good things, but they make 
a whole lot of little boys wish the Sabbath came but 
once a year. 

It requires implicit confidence to order scram- 
bled eggs at a cheap restaurant. 

No, Helen, dear, a blacksmith is not necessar- 
ily a colored man. 

When you pray ask for things you need. 
# 

A hog lay snoozing in a wallow by the road- 
side.' A drunken man came staggering along and 
fell into the gutter beside the hog. A gentleman 
passed that way and seeing the two, exclaimed: 

**No one with respect would be found in such 
company." 

The hog got up and walked away. 
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If you see a man jerking and mistreating his 
horse you may put it down that when he gets home 
he beats his wife and slaps the children. 

It may be all very nice for a young girl to ride 
up and down with the elevator boy every day, 
**just for fun," but it doesn't elevate her, after all 

The fellow who has no heart in his work rarely 
ever has any work in his heart. 

When the Sap Begins to Run. 



Soon the snow and frost will vanish 
From the foothills, far and near; 

Grass will start then in the valleys. 
And the flowers will appear. 

Soon the trees will bud and blossom. 
And the bees besln to hum; 

All the birds will chirp and warble 
When the srentle spring has come. 

Soon we'll shed our winter flannels. 

And with coal bills we'll be done; 
Then we'll live on maple suffar. 

When the sap begins to run. 



It is said that heaven sheds a tear every time a 
sin is committed. No wonder it rains so much. 

Young man, don't lay around waiting for your 
father's shoes. He may wear them out before he 
dies. 

# 

We hear no more about the chainless bicycle, 
but the chainless dogs are still making it interesting 
for the Weary Willies. 
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The Home of the Cowboy. 



Away out west, near the Rocky's slope. 
The cowboy wields his plaited rope. 
He lives a life of freedom there 
That's seldom known to the city heir. 

The prairie dog and the mountain grouse. 
The wild sa^e hen and the grease-wood mouse 
He counts among* his dearest friends. 
As o'er the saddle-tree he bends. 
His trusty broncho, true as steel. 
Is the only sruest at the daily meal. 
The bellowinir herd on a distant trail. 
The howlinff wolves and the coyotes' wail. 
The screech of an eag-le passing- by. 
Or the sonir of the lark in the azure sky. 
All sound to him like a mellow strain 
As the echoes play o'er the g-rassy main. 

The purest sunlig-ht ever known 

Shines upon his prairie home. 

The snow-capped peaks agrainst the sky. 

The g-ilt-edf ed clouds that hover nig-h. 

And the dark ffreen pines on the mountain's side. 

With the massive rocks and the canyons wide. 

And now and then a fflitterinff stream 

That frets and foams through pass and seam. 

As it hurries 'longr o'er rocks and rills 

Like a bounding deer to the low foot hills. 

All lend to form a picture grand 

That's painted there by Nature's hand. 

Away out west near the Rocky's slope. 
The cowboy wields his plaited rope. 
And sleeps at nlffht, when the day is past. 
Beside his herd, on the buffalo grass. 




FULL LINE OF CLOTHING 
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A picture of life's other side wouldn't look well 
in the family album. 

A thermometer in the room will go a long way 
toward keeping a cold-blooded woman warm. 

Yes, Madge, dearest; a gas plant will grow and 
flourish in any climate where there is plenty of air. 

When a man gets into a candy store he feels 
that he must buy at least a pound of sw^ts or the 
personified bonbon behind the counter will think 
him stingy. A woman or child will order a penny's 
worth and it is all right. 

Be honest and the devil will disown you. 

Domestic sweets often sour in family jars. 

A man who chews tobacco has no moral right 
to expect that a woman will kiss him. 

1 never could quite understand why furniture 
dealers single out the month of May for making a 
big window display of baby carriages. The records 
won't bear them out. 

An inscription on the Cogswell monument in 
Smith's park, reads: ''Man and the faithful dog 
will find the refreshing welcome." Had it said 
* 'faithful man" it is more than likely the dogs would 
have the park to themselves. 
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When Nature Had ItaWay. 



Two little tots, on a summer day. 

Who live in the heart of St. Joe. 
Where they were copped in a diniry yard. 

Without any room to firrow, 
Espied by chance a hole in the fence. 

And I heard Little Buddie remark: 
"Come. Sis. des hike wififht froo dis hole 

An' make for de ffrass in de park. 
Vs tired o' livln* in ma*s back yard. 

Inside o' dis hiffh board fence. 
So. come, dear Sis, des gih 'er de slip 

An' maybe 'twill teach her some sense!" 

So sayin^r. the urchins who live in St. Joe- 
Not far from Smith's Park, by the way- 
Were soon on the ffrass just 'cross the street 
Rompinff In childish play. 

And while they were rompinc I sauntered along- 
With kodak in hand for a "snap." 

This picture I ifot of the two little tots. 
Who certainly cared not a rap. 
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Some people spend all their time reaching out 
for something better instead of utilizing the blessings 
within their reach. 

You can't judge what the present will be by the 
size of the Christmas tree. 

Kansas has more personified cyclones to the 
square mile than any other state in the Union. 

A man may be a wholesouled fellow and yet be 
walking on his uppers. 

Some people never worry about the 'morrow 
because they know their relatives will care for them. 

A man with a brawling wife generally believes 
in a personal devil. 

The wild oats a man sows generally comes up 
just about the time he decides to settle down. 

Hundreds of people are only one jump from the 
river, but they don't know it. 

Many people lose, faith in the doctor because 
there was nothing the matter with them in the first 
place. 

# 
There is a town in Kansas called Hadam, and 
if reports are true there are several people in that 
state who have also had 'em. 
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I have seen men run two blocks to catch a car 
and then loaf around on a street corner down town 
for six hours. 

• # 
The organ of speech is very often manipulated 
by a crank. 

People who are eternally giving you **soft soap" 
generally need a scrubbing themselves. 

A man who is a good fellow is generally no 
good to himself nor anybody else, after his money 
is gone. 

# 

The man who holds the end of the seat on an 
open car is no more of a hog than the woman who 
does the same thing. Shove over. 

# 
1 notice that the people who carry umbrellas 
walk the closest to the buildings and crowd the other 
fellow out in the rain. 

By the way some babies cry you would think 
they had been taking music from a ragtime bottle. 

A policeman and a country editor receive less 
deserved praise for their services than any other pro- 
fessionals on earth. 

Mamma— O, dear, dear! No letter again today! 
Little Miss Sympathy— Well, mamma, why 
don't you fire this mail man and get another one? 



66 
A Brute and a Horae. 



One beast was driving another beast up a steep 
hill one cold morning. The pavement was icy and 
very slippery, and the horse fell down. The beast 
on the wagon gave the horse a few lashes with a big 
whip and then got down and kicked him in the ribs. 
The horse tried to get up but he didn't have any 
rubber shoes on and he couldn't stand. Then the 
two-legged beast kicked him some more and said a 
lot of stuff that he did not learn in Sunday school. 

The horse tried to weep but didn't know how. 
Finally it got up, and as it hobbled along over the 
icy cobble stones, hauling the other brute and a ton 
of coal, the horse soliloquized: 

**I suppose I have no right to complain of this 
treatment to me. That is the way they treat one of 
their own kind when he is down." 

A little girl says she is tired of taking **worm- 
ifuge." 

The man who runs the Turkish bath generally 
makes his customers sweat for their money. 

If time is money the man in the penitentiary 
for life is accumulating a legacy that no one cares to 
fall heir to. 

No, Oscar; parlor matches are not always red- 
headed, but the old man generally gets that way if 
the young light doesn't go out when the clock strikes 
ten. 
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A JERSEY HIGHBALL. 

When you hear a man declaring that marriage 
is a failure you may put it down as a fact that he is 
doing but little to make it a success. 

Marriage is the only lottery that is carried on 
through the males. 

A baby is a live issue. 

Don't discourage your wife by reminding her 
that she isn't as good-looking as she used to be. 
You ain't either. 

A woman who repeats the fool things her hus- 
band said while courting her has no regard for his 
feelings. 

Some people smile as if they were sitting on a 
Colorado cactus. 

If you can't push your fellowman up the hill, 
keep your hands oif . He needs no help going the j 
other way. 
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Dodd Dimmitt lives in Elmwood, Nebraska. 
It is just such things as this that makes a man 
swear. 

Just as soon as the open cars are put on the 
street car hog will come in off the rear steps and 
take a seat where everybody else will have to climb 
over him. Shove over. 

A Texas editor empties a six-shooter into the 
hide of a delinquent subscriber, and exclaims: 
**This life is one hell of happiness!" 

Some people could go to prayer meeting every 
night and then get behind on accounts with the 
Lord. 

Somehow or another people expect a man to 
neglect his wife after they have been married a year 
or so. 

A good preacher and a poor congregation re- 
minds me of a big compound freight engine pulling 
a string of empties up a steep grade. 

There is no other business that has as many 
walking advertisements as the saloon. 

A man remarked that many a woman has saved 
a man from ruin by not marrying him. Yes, and 
many a woman's life has been ruined because she 
did marry him. 
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Rlp'8 First Reader. 



This is a pug dog. It has a jug handle for a 
tail, but if you lift the dog by its handle its mistress 
will become very angry and drive you home. Pug 
dogs are raised by women who are too busy to raise 
i baby. I would not trade my little brother for two 
dogs like this one. When he gets older he will play 
marbles with me and I will steal mulberry jam and 
rub some of it on his face so mother will think he 
stole it. Then mother will whip him and I will feel 
sorry. 1 like little boys who feel sorry for their 
brothers, but I do not like pug dogs nor mud turtles, 
do you? 

When little Moyne was shown baby brother for 
the first time, she noticed that he had no hair on his 
head, and exclaimed: 

**0, mamma, brudder's scalp is on wrong side 
out." 

# 
John Gabb and Lulu Silence were married in 
St. Louis the other day. Now that the Silence is 
broken we suppose Lulu will be all Gabb. 

An empty bottle generally indicates a full man 
and a hungry family. 

Don't expect too much for fifteen cents. 

Some people never become excited until they 
get in front of the mourners' bench and find out how 
mean they really have been. 
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Some people can't stand to be told of their 
faults, but they are continually talking about the 
other fellow's. 

# 
The nearest some men will ever come to seeing 
an angel is when they are in the company of a pure 
woman. 

Sunday is always a bad day for the devil. 

The crazy-bone on some people is located in 
their head. 

Just when a fellow imagines he is the whole 
cheese, along comes the groceryman with a big 
cheese knife and takes a slice out of him. 

The head of the family very often has to sleep 
at the foot. 

# 
One loose screw may wreck a whole train. 

Some men never pray until they get sick, or a 
thunderstorm comes up. 

A bob-tailed dog has a hard time showing his 
appreciation. 

# 
An Omaha preacher says he believes in helping 
the negro to help himself. It is very evident that 
the Omaha preacher never owned a hen roost in 
Missouri. 
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You Can't Stop 'Em. 



There ainH no joy in living 

In singles nor in twos. 
When a fellow's feeling bilious 

An* is sufferin* with the blues. 

He may have been as happy 
As the birds but yesterday. 

But with that bluish feelin' 
The pleasures fly away. 

The poets they will tell you 
Not to worry nor to fret. 

Just to firrit your teeth and bear it- 
Do nothing you'll regret. 

But I»ve noticed in my journey. 

Despite the poet's muse. 
That no vaccinating virus 
Can prevent a case of blues. 



A young man can never see any fun in driving 
a horse that is so hard on the bits his girl can't 
handle him. 

# 
William T. Bonfire recently died in Virginia 
and the local paper wound up the obituary notice 
saying: * *Peace be to his ashes. ' ' 




HE TOOK THE TRAIN. 
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And now comes the theory that the original 
Garden of Eden was located at the North pole. Just 
think of poor Adam shivering around in a figleaf . 

If one-half the world knew what the other half 
was doing the divorce mills would have to run day 
and night. 

If silence is golden, what an amount of gold 
coin is thrown away every day. 

Some people can't stand it to see others pros- 
per. 

Women are the salt of the earth, and a great 
deal of the pepper. 

# 
Some merchants sell twenty-cent oil and fifteen- 
cent oil out of the same barrel. 

Bachelors are obstinate old monkeys who don't 
know what they are missing. 

When a fellow gets a cold in the head he usually 
does a great deal of blowing about it. 

It's the little words of encouragement that bring 
out the genuine merits, even in beasts. 

When the devil gets into a man the dogs on the 
street shun him. 
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If you do any one a favor don't hang around 
expecting him to buy you a drink or return the favor 
tenfold. 1 wouldn't accept a favor with a reciprocity 
card pinned to it. 

1 want to so live that my friends will not with- 
hold their alabaster boxes and words of praise for 
me until I am dead. 

When men are too lazy to work they usually 
drift into politics. 

A Chicago preacher does not believe the 
miracle stories as told in the Bible. And we have 
often thought that David had just finished reading 
the Jonah story when he said **all men are liars." 

A dog shouldn't be accused of rushing the can 
just because some mean boy tied it to his tail. 

There is an undertaker over in Kansas by the 
name of Phil Graves. Well, that is his business. 

A little girl can't understand why her mamma 
scolds her for scratching the furniture and then sits 
peacefully by and permits the company's little boy 
to walk on the piano with both feet. 

When a prominent church member gets into 
meanness they say that a "good man has gone 
wrong." It were nearer the truth to say that a bad 
man has been found out. 
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No, Nellie, dear; a man does not necessarily 
have to follow farming after taking a course at the 
study of pharmacy. 

They tell us of another land 

Where saints immortal reign; 

Where streets are paved with shining gold. 
And pleasures banish pain. 

But who on earth would change his place? 

Vm sure 'twould not be me; 
For what's the use of gold and sich, 

Where everything is free? 

The average county fair may be summed up 
this way: First two days, getting exhibits in place; 
third day, wind and dust; fourth day, rain and 
mud; fifth and sixth days, tearing up and going 
home. 

You can't tell what a dog is worth by the 
number of his license tag. 

It was an old story, but it worked well. A boy 
rushed around the comer and as he met two men 
with whiskers, he exclaimed: 

**Hi Mister, a man jes' dropped fifty feet out of 
the courthouse window I" 

**Didit kill him boy?" inquired one of the 
men from Kansas, much interested. 

**Naw; dey wuz pigs' feet." 

And the impudent rasCal was far around the 
comer before the joke soaked in. 
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A Very Likely Exouae. 



One cold wintry morning I showed up at the 
St. Joseph Daily News office without my usual 
grind of ** Rips From the Buzz Saw." J. W. Mc- 
Cammon, the managing editor, informed me it was 
best to say something, and this is what 1 said: 

*'Why. Riplets, have you come so late? 

Where are your Buzzes, man? 
You ne*er have failed me heretofore— 

Explain it if you can !" 

Dear Mac. 1*11 tell to you the truth. 

Although l*d rather lie: 
I lost my Buzzes on the way— 

To find them I did try. 

It happened just like this, dear Mac— 

You understand me well— 
I took the nearest cut to town. 

And rushed alonsr pellmell. 

( My foot it struck a piece of ice 

At Eifirhteenth street and Jule— 
You'll ffuess the rest— they lauffhed at me. 
And I stood like a fool. 

I (Withered up my fragments, Mac: 

Or all that 1 could find. 
And hurried toward the office, sir. 

And never looked behind. 

And new I'm here a trifle late— 

I'm sorry that I slipped— 
I lost my Buzz Saws on the way— 

My pants I badly Ripped. 

To J. W. McCammon. 
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The less a man thinks of a woman the bigger 
fool she will make of herself over him, if she loves 
him. 




Sees Double. 



A man who comes home to find that he is the 
father of twins at once begins to see double. 

When a fellow's dog refuses to associate with 
him he is indeed friendless. 

Cut the title off of some people and there isn't 
much left for them to brag about. 

A man's wildest expectations sometimes be- 
comes very tame. 

If you can't do a big thing for your town, do a 
lot of little ones. 

No one likes back-biting. Why, actually a man 
will get up in the middle of the night to part com- 
pany with a tiny Missouri flea that is nibbling at his 
vertebra. 
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The young man who is not ashamed to walk 
along the streets arm-in-arm with his mother will 
never go fan 'wrong. 

t 

The only trouble with! this thing of one mind- 
ing his own business i^that he has so little competi- 
tion he gets lonesome. 

Maiden fair — 
Golden heir — 
Worth a million plunk! 
Marries duke — 
Swift rebuke- 
Golden heirship sunk! 

Ajack — Do you know 1 am a firm believer in 
superstitious signs? 

Adolph— Well, you have to show me. 

Ajack — I can do it. 1 have always heard that 
if a dog set up a doleful howl at night there would 
soon be a death in the neighborhood. Well, sir, 
last night a dog got under my window and com- 
menced to howl. I grew nervous. 1 knew right 
away that unless that dog stopped there would be a 
death. I could feel it in my bones. And there 
was. 

Adolph— How strange! and who died? 

Ajack— The dog. 

When it gets so a fellow has to set the bed 
posts in tomato cans to prevent being bled to death 
it is time to look for a new hotel. 
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Moses was the first to break the Ten Com- 
mandments. He threw them on the ground and 
broke the tablet when the disobedient children got to 
following a wobbly-legged calf. 



A woman reporter on one of the Omaha dailie^, 
some years ago, was called into watch on the 
changes in the condition of a prominent man who 
was lying at the point of death, and to make a 
daily account of it for the paper. 

That day she telephoned to the residence of the 
sick man to ascertain his condition. Next day she 
repeated the task; and next day. The man refused 
to die or get well on short notice, and for over a 
week this female reporter made her daily inquiry. 
It became very annoying to her. She grew impati- 
ent, but obeyed. One day she called up: 

**Is this No. 187—?" 

**Yes!" came the answer. 

**How is Mr. Sickman today?" 

** He died at 10 o'clock." came the reply. 

**Good! 1 am glad of it!" exclaimed the 
reporter, unconsciously. 

Lives of some men oft remind us, 
As through life they slowly jog, 

**There's a lazy good-for-nothing" 
Was not written of a dog. 

People who call it **idle gossip" don't know 
what they are talking about. On the contrary, 
gossip is very energetic and active. 



\ 
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If you want to know who the first rubbernecks 
were, read the sixteenth verse of the third chapter of 
Isaiah. 

There isn't any virtue in being honest because 
you have to. 

The difference is, Oscar, when you rent a house 
you may live in it ; but when you rent your pants, 
you must move out. 

It Was Ever Thus. 



One day I went out to look for a room in the 

buzzinff old town of St. Joe» 
1 traveled for miles, 'mid sorrow and srloom. as 

I scanned the long flats in each row; 
And when I would rln^r the bell at the door, a 

woman with animate smile. 
Would answer the call with greetinflrs ffalore, 

that puffed me all up with her style. 
And when I had stated my business to her she 

srulped at timidity's "frofir." 
Then cleared out her throat and answered. "Dear 

sir. do you own any children or doff?" 

Now since I'm the dad of a golden-haired girl. 

with eyes that are sparkling and brown. 
1 nodded my head, like I owned the whole world ; 

but the woman's big smile turned to frown. 
And then she informed me, yes, right to my 

face, in words that had bark on the log. 
Her house was not open to God's human race 

that owned a fat baby or dog. 

A few girls may love a political candidate, but 
all of them love a candy date. 

Some people are as quick as lightning, while 
others are as slow as thunder. 
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When all the World Is Gay. 

The woodpecker now 

Is looking about 
For a place to sink his drill, 

While the linnet and robbin 

Their tails keep a-bobbin' 
Hunting a tree to build. 

The old blue hen 

Is fluttering, too, 
And soon she'll fall asleep; 

She'll set six weeks 

On an old doorknob, 
Waiting to hear the "peep." 

The foxy squirrel. 

And the cottontail 
Are as frisky as they can be; 

And all the world 

Is feeling good. 
Because it is spring, you see. 



'*A woman and a child are alike; each needs a 
strong, uplifting hand," says a Chinese proverb. 
The woman who raised us had the strong, uplifted 
hand, all right, and we got it when and where it 
would do us the most good. 

Stella went out orte day for a walk. 
To look for some wild bull rushes; 

And when he showed up just over the fence. 
She ran like a deer for the brushes. 
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In Nebraska. 

The farmer sits at twilight 

With his hands upon his chin; 
He is wondering what will happen 

When the husking days begin. 
He has read the daily papers 

That tell of fear and drought, 
And there ain't no use in talking, 

He is feeling down in mouth. 
He recalls the days of labor 

That he spent in scorching sun; 
Of the seed he scattered gently 

When the spring work had begun; 
How his hopes were builded upward 

When the warm rains softly beat. 
For then he was not fearful 

Of the withering blast of heat. 

And thus the farmer's musings 

Were leading him astray, 
When he heard a clap of thunder 

From the sky, not far away. 
And then he heard the patter 

Of the raindrops everywhere, 
And he rubbed his matted whiskers, 

And he pulled his tangled hair ; 
And it wasn't half an hour 

Until my farmer friend 
Was shouting: ** Praise the Lord! 

We're saved again! Amen!" 

A cat is full of fiddle strings. That is the reason 
he makes so much music. 
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AUTOBIOGRAPHY OP A BOX OAR. 



1 am only an old battered box car. 

They call me **01d Seventy-nine-six ;" and in 
fact, that is the number printed in white letters on 
my weather-beaten sides, in several conspicuous 
places. But 1 was not always old, and there was a 
time when my framework was as rigid and strong 
as any car on the road. 

As 1 stand here tonight on the side-track, in the 
lower yards, waiting, 1 dare not guess for what, 
there is something in the surroundings that seems to 
inspire a retrospective mood within me, and my 
memory has been busier than for years. Perhaps 
it is because 1 am getting old and 1 am brought 
more clearly to realize that the scrap-pile yawns for 
me like the grave yawns for the framework of a 
human soul. And then, the drizzling rain, which 
at times beats in fitful gusts against my time-scarred 
roof, may be responsible for the mood that impels 
me to mentally dig into the dim and misty past. 

At any rate 1 have been thinking of other days. 
How well 1 remember the day 1 was pulled out of 
the shops, down by the river, and sent out on my 
first mission as a common carrier. How my 
bright sides gleamed in the noon-day sun and my 
wheels sang as they sped along the iron rails, and 
rolled o'er the switches and frogs in the yard. Then 
I was young, and haughty and proud, and, I think I 
must have felt that 1 was just a little bit better than 
some of the dingy cars 1 passed on the sidetracks. 

That was twenty-five years ago. Since then 1 
have had some of the conceit bumped out of me, 
and I have long since discovered that at all times I 
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was entirely dependent upon the puffing, blustering, 
ambitious engine at the head of the train. At first I 
was reluctant to admit that even my life was in its 
hands, but like the penitent sinner, who thought he 
could safely travel alone on the great railroad to 
Eternity, I soon found that without supreme guid- 
ance I was side-tracked and useless. 

How many weary miles 1 have traveled no one 
will ever know. But then, let me see— twenty-five 
years on the road. I am sure it would not be an 
exaggeration to say that I had traveled on an 
average fifty miles a day, to say nothing about the 
countless nights I have been jerked along, mile after 
mile. Many days 1 have traveled fully 200 miles. 
But granting fifty miles a day to be a fair average, 
the great distance that lies behind me would stretch 
into a lineal road just 456,250 miles in length. This 
would send me around the entire globe almost 
20,000 times. 

Ah, it's no wonder 1 am battered and worn. 

What 1 have earned for my company 1 cannot 
guess, but 'tis said that a car of my age could not 
haul the money it has earned and turned into the 
treasury. 

For a quarter of a century 1 have carried food 
to thousands of the human race. Fatted hogs and 
golden grain have found shelter alike within my 
walls, while merchandise and common commodities 
have rode in security behind my sealed doors. Yes, 
and there is the genius hobo, how can 1 ever forget 
him. Many a time have I hauled him across the 
bleak plains or sheltered him from the cutting storms 
of winter. 

No, no, the **box car tourists" are not all bad 
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men. How well 1 remember one cold, stormy 
night 1 was being pulled out of a western town, east- 
ward bound. This time I was **empty," save for a 
little bunch of straw that lay on the floor in one cor- 
ner. A half clad, shivering man came running 
along the side of the train. My door was open and 
he climbed in. It was a bitter cold night, and the iron 
wheels creaked on the icy rails as I sped along. The 
lone traveler paced up and down the floor for half 
an hour in a vain attempt to get warm, and then, 
pulling the straw together, he knelt down and offer- 
ed such a prayer to heaven as I had never heard 
before: 

**Our Father in heaven," he plead; **Thou 
who dost hold the destiny of men in the hollow of 
Thy hand, into Thy keeping do I entrust my soul 
this night. And, O, Father, if it be Thy will, may 
I awake with tomorrow's sun to meet my dear old 
mother who has been waiting for me, O, so long." 

And then he cuddled up on the pile of straw 
and, with a smile on his face, he fell asleep. With- 
out, the night winds howled across the open plains, 
and the drifting snow twirled about the train like 
phantoms of the other world, seeking a place of 
refuge. Colder and colder grew the night, and once 
or twice the careworn traveler drew his limbs closer 
to his body and pulled his shabby coat about him. 
But sleep held him fast, and he rode on. 

Morning came, and with my lone passenger, I 
was pulled into the yards at my destination. Here 
a brakeman tugged at my door, and, sliding it open 
peered in. He called aloud to the man who lay on 
the straw. 

No answer came — ^the soul that had been en- 



85 

trusted in the keeping of the Ijord had taken its flight 

to the great beyond. 

But, ah, me, why does my memory drift to the 
scenes that remind me of the one common fate of 
all things material, be it flesh and bone, or be it the 
once strong timbers within my own battered frame? 

But, list! The raindrops have ceased to patter 
upon my roof, and I see, 'way down the yards, a 
signal light, and hear the familiar puff of the switch 
engine. It draws nearer, and the switch is thrown 
for the track on which 1 stand. What's that 1 hear 
the switchman say: 

* 'Here's Old Seven-nine-six — pull her down by 
the scrap-pile — she's made her last run." 

When WIfey Is Qone. 



My sympathy goes to the man who's alone 

In the world, without wife's gentle care. 
There's many a thing he wants every day — 

From his heels to the roots of his hair. 
He never can find a collar or tie. 

His shirt or a clean pillow slip — 
The world is all wrong — I know it myself — 

I'm batching alone. Yours, RIP. 

Men are great kickers. So are mules. Some- 
how we expect more of men than we do of mules. 
We shouldn't. 

The dry bones of a church member make just 
as much noise when they rattle as do the bones of 
any other sinner. 
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It is a mistake to think that every sad-eyed 
woman you meet has loved and lost. Perhaps she 
loved and got him. 

Many a man goes into the barber business from 
''shear" necessity. 

Where ignorance is bliss it is folly to expose it. 

Men make too much fuss over little things. 
They seem to think that the whole world is upset 
every time a fly buzzes or a poodle barks. Why, 
man, your next door neighbor would hardly know 
it if your house were blown into the etherial subse- 
quent by dynamite. 

The man who has to get out and pungle for a 
living better appreciates pay dirt. 

It is better to be * 'shown" than to assume that 
you know it all. 

This valentine to you 1 send, 
With love so hot 'twill bum; 

I send it early and expect 
A beauty in return. 

The man who has no good word for any body 
generally talks a great deal about himself. 

It is better to have your hands calloused than to 
wear storm doors on your pants. 
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A Cozad paper says **the young women rolled 
up their sleeves and waded into the work." That 
isn't what they usually roll up when they take a 
wade. 

A Kansas City congressman was robbed by a 
house breaker. Turn about is fair play. 

No, Oscar; you are wrong about the duties of 
a press agent. The new gowns are pressed with an 
iron. 



..^fh/m 




A GRAVE SUBJECT." 

Buggs — **1 wish dreams would come true." 
Juggs— **I don't. If they did my wife would 
sue me for divorce before night." 

A Savannah man claims to have originated the 
slang phrase ** Bughouse." Nonsense; there have 
been bughouses ever since hotels were built. 

You may tell a girl she is as pretty as a picture 
and then not mean much in her favor in these days 
of ugly cartoons and comic valentines. 



Why I Didn't Propose. 



88 



Mary had a little lamb— 
»Twas born this sprlnfiT. they said— 

And then she called for caper sauce. 
Some butter and some bread. 

For Mary had no appetite— 

At least she told me that— 
And then she ordered fricassee 

Of chicken, younff and fat. 

The next she felt that she could eat 

Some fritters soaked in cream— 
I heard her call for relishes 

That were a Southern dream. 

The next thinsr that our Mary had 

On top of all this truck. 
Was dressinfiT made of Boston clams 

Stuffed in a Kansas duck. 

She washed this down with claret punch; 
But still her appetite 

Was weak and needed tender care- 
She scarce could eat a bite. 

She finished up on waffles hot. 

Some ice cream, cake and fruit : 
And then to make her feel just riffht 

She ate some nuts, to boot. 

But still I smiled ; yes, throujrh it all, 

Althoujrh my blood near froze. 
For when I asked her in to eat 

I thought that l*d propose! 

Oft' times the salary is bigger than the preacher. 

Man was created but little lower than the 
angels, but he has slid down several degrees since 
the creation. 

Older people laugh at lovesick youths just as 
though they had never been afflicted the same way 
when they were young and tender. 
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Saved the Dead Cat. 



Mamma had gone out to make some afternoon 
calls. She left the little children at home— they 
were busy making arrangements for the burial of 
the family kitten that had died. When the mother 
returned home the house was in ashes and the fire- 
men were just leaving. The oldest of the girls ran 
up to her mamma and exclaimed: 

**0, mamma, it was just awful, but 1 saved 
your breastpin!" 

*'And I saved the calender that hung in the 
kitchen," said another. 

"Yes, and mamma, I jes had a awful time, 
but I saved the cat," said the smallest one, and she 
held the dead kitten up by a hind leg. 

Married Now. 



She takes her wooly poodle dog 

No more upon her lap. 
For now she's busy rocking babe. 

Who's crying for a nap. 

A little tot insisted on having a piece of choco- 
late cake just before retiring, and was making 
considerable fuss over it when her papa commanded 
her to say her prayers and go to bed, and this is her 
prayer: 

**Now 1 lay me down to sleep. 

My little heart all full of weep; 
If 1 should die before I wake 

Save me a piece of chocolate cake." 
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TheQIrl I Love. 

I love a charming maiden 

With hair like threads of gold. 

Her brown eyes soft and dreamy 
Send peace into my soul. 

And in the gathering twilight, 

When the sun has gone to rest, 

I sit and rock my darling 

With her head upon my breast. 

Though the nuptial ties of heaven 

To another bind me fast, 
I will love this winsome maiden 

As long as life shall last. 

O, do not call me fickle. 

Nor threaten with the law, 
For I'm this maiden's daddy 

And my wifey is her ma. 




FIRST DEGREE IN MASONRY. 

A wealthy Kentuckian willed that his body be 
cremated while the band played some popular air. 
Those Kentuckians always insist on having a hot finish. 
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A man never fully realizes what it means to 

bear the white man's burden until he has to walk 
the floor at midnight with a pair of squalling twins. 

A tattered coat oft' times covers a multitude of 
gins. 

An Illinois man was stricken dead while in the 
attitude of prayer. It does seem there is always 
something to put a damper on religion. 

In the Fall. 



Soon de leaves '11 be a fallin' to de ground— 

Oh. hully ffee ! 
What a time we'll all behavin' in de timber- 

you an' me. 

Picken' nuts an' huntin' pawpaws 'monffst 

de leaves upon de ffroun— 
Gedderin' haws and h\g persimmons while 

de squirrels am chasin' 'round. 

Den our daddies an' our mammies will be 

hollerin' till de're mad— 
Jes» a-callin' fer us younfirsters— lookin' fer 

us wid a ffad. 

But Where's de lad in all Missouri, mid de 

hills an' valleys 'round 
Dat wouldn't hike into de timber when 

leaves am fallin' to de ground? 

They tell us heaven is all smiles, and now we 
know there are none but women there. 



When a girl gets to playing Ping-pong with a 
fellow's heart he usually loses the game and doesn't 
know a ding-dong thing until some one hits him 
with a bed slat. 
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A minister was asked if he roasted his congre- 
gation occasionally. He replied: ''No, I leave that 
for Satan to do." 

It is Very fortunate for most people that the 
things they do when they are "under age" are not 
booked up against them after they get old enough to 
vote and join church. 

He — Thank goodness, 1 am not two-faced. 
She— No wonder you are thankful— one face 
like yours is enough. 

A great many people who smoke in this world 
will also smoke in the next. 

Treat every laboring man as an equal, even 
though he be your superior. 

Cholly — 1 say, now, do you weally believe 
ignowance is bliss? 

Helen— 1 don't know. You seem to be happy. 

Hope is the mattress betwixt man and the hard 
slats of eternity. 

But few of us are sailors, yet we all have our 
hardships. 

A London chemist has discovered a way of 
destroying the poison of whiskey. He had better 
invent some way to take the fight out of it. 
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*Mnnocence Abroad." 

A gocd story is told on a pious-looking young 
home-guard preacher who went to San Francisco 
for his health. He put up at one of the fashionable 
hotels, and went out to see Chinatown. He sipped 
at the wee-wee spirits of the Celestial land just to 
see how Celestial spirits tasted. When his head 
began to loop the loop he hired a hackman to take 
him to his hotel. He immediately commenced to 
re-arrange the furniture in the room. He tore up 
the carpet, stuffed the lace curtains in the slop-jar 
and was walking on the ceiling when the landlord 
and the police interrupted the meeting and informed 
him he would have to pay his bill and get out. 

**A11 right, schmister, what 'smy bill?" 

•'Your bill is *49, sir," said the landlord. 

"Th' h 1 it is! Don't 1 get clergymen's 

rates?" demanded the pious-looking young man. 

Moral — No man knoweth the day nor the hour 
when the devil will throw his hooks into him. 



A Reporter's Doom. 



A reporter came rushing into the office just 
before the time of going to press, and exclaimed to 
the managing editor: 

•'I've got a good story! Woman shot at a 
man. She says she will kill me if the story is 
printed." 

"Write it at once, and 1 will have the press 
held for the story," came the quick command of 
the managing editor. 
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Poor Old Shakes- 



Two good-hearted Irishmen attended the theater 
and saw Quo Vadis played. As they moved along 
with the crowd to the door, after the play was over, 
one of them asked: 

"Well, Mike, how did yes loike the show?" 
"O'i thot the actin' was very good, but O'i 
niver did loike thim Shakespearian plays," replied 
Mike. 

# 
It seems to me I will confess 

That there is something wrong 
In the way the weather's made 
And distributed along. 

For when the people in New York 
Are choked up with the dust, 

The people out in Omaha 
Are wet enough to rust. 

Vaoant on Top Floor. 

**Would you like to rent your face?" 
She asked of Chawley Brook. 

And then to make it plain she said, 
"You have a vacant look." 

He Wore the Label. 

Young Vet — Are you a union man, old fellow? 

Ol^^Vet— A Union man, did you say? Wall, 1 
sorter guess 1 am. 1 fit in the Union army before 
you were thought of. 
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Say It Now. 

If you have it 
In your heart 
To say 

A word of good 
About a soul 
Who's living 'round 
In your family 
Neighborhood, 
Don't wait until 
He's dead and gone, 
And o'er his 
Bier you bow, 
But if you'd do 
Him any good, 
Wake up and 
Say it now! 

No, Beatrice, a tailor is not an attorney just 
because he has a lot of suits to look after. Neither 
is a brewer a legal light just because he has a lot of 
cases on hand. 

Sunday is a day of rest but you can't make the 
wife who has to fret around all day over a hot stove 
believe it. 

When a fellow gets buckled up arm-in-arm 
with the girl he loves, under an umbrella built for 
two, he wishes it might rain forever and a day, and 
the little house at the end of the lane would never 
show up. 
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Birth of the Red Rose. 



Far out in the westland, where the slanting rays 
of the setting sun cast long shadows, and the call of 
the whip-poor-will comes with the birth of each new 
night, stands an old oak tree— so old that even the 
red men of the prairies do not know how old it is — 
and some of the red men of the west, it seems, have 
lived for ages. 

This gnarled old oak, with its broken branches 
and green leaves— its rough coat of steel gray, and 
mighty strength, knows much of western life — much 
of the sorrows and gladness that came to those who 
**blazed" the path from the shores of the sea on 
the east to the Golden Gate on the west. 

Under its spreading limbs, in the years long 
gone by, the warlike Sioux, the treacherous Crows and 
the peaceable Poncas in turn have gathered to talk 
of strife, or smoke the pipe of love. 

Then came the **pale face" into the land of the 
Ogalallas and camped for the night beneath the old 
oak, yet, strange as it may appear, no one dared 
break a branch or mar the beauty of this ancient 
tree. Perhaps it was because the ''gttzt spirit" 
watched over it — perhaps it was because for miles 
and miles no other tree could be found, and this one 
was to be spared. 

Some people say that trees have no language — 
they also say that birds have not, but those who 
know trees and birds as they are, feel differently. 
If the birds can call their mates or loosen bars of 
music from their throats, why can't the swinging 
branches of a tree talk, too? 

At least this old oak can talk, and sing, for that 
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matter— as it has talked and sung for years. 

One time, not so very long ago, a little boy, 
with wavy light-brown hair and eyes the color of 
the open sky above him, climbed up into the 
branches of this old oak and asked it to tell him 
a story. 

"I fear 1 don't know anything that will interest 
you," replied the oak. 

**0, yes, you do," insisted the little boy. 
"Tell me an Indian story; please do." 

At last the old oak relented and this is the story 
it told: 

**I will tell you two stories in one," began the 
old tree. **First about the burial of a little red baby 
and then about the birth of the red rose, for one of 
the stories without the other would not be complete." 

The little boy clapped his hands with delight 
and settled back comfortably on a huge limb to 
listen. 

"Many years ago," resumed the old tree, "long 
before I had seen a white man, the Indians used to 
gather under my branches and hold councils of war 
— at other times gatherings of peace. At the 
councils of war plans were laid for an attack on 
other tribes and when the warriors went away their 
faces would be smeared and streaked with many 
hues. 

"But it was different when the peace gather- 
ings were held and the great peace pipe was passed 
from mouth to mouth. At such times as these 
there would be feasting and dancing, sometimes 
lasting for days. I was always happy when the 
peace pipe was smoked, for there was to be no war. 
But when the warriors streaked their faces and filled 
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their quivers with new poison-dipped arrows 1 wept. 

**But I was going to tell you about the little 
red baby and the red rose. One evening, just as 
the twilight had begun to settle 1 saw a party of 
Indians coming toward me. In their midst, with 
bowed head, walked an Indian mother who used to 
bring her little ones to play in my shade. In her 
arms she carried a bundle. 

"I wondered why they all seemed so sad, but 1 
was soon to know, for the Indian mother had come 
to bury her little red baby by my side. 1 saw the 
little form as it was placed in the grave, and a pretty 
child it was, too. They spread over it long dry 
rushes brought from the Platte, leagues away, and 
then heaped high a mound of earth. 

''I watched and in a little while all the Indians, 
except the poor mother, went away. All that long 
night she sat by the little grave and mourned, and 
how 1 pitied her. At sunrise, she, too, went away 
to the Indian village and the little red baby was left 
alone with me. 

"Each day the Indian mother came and 
brought with her food, which she placed on the 
grave, that the little red baby might not want while 
on its way to the happy hunting grounds— the spirit 
land of the redmen. 

**But there came a day when the Indian mother 
did not return — ^the village had moved away, and 1 
was left to guard the red baby's grave. 

** *The tears have dried on the little red baby's 
grave,' I said, 'and I will replenish them.' So wlien 
the dew came to moisten my leaves I shook them at 
dawn and down tumbled the pearly drops on the 
grave. 
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**I was very sorry for the little red baby and 
wanted to do more than moisten its grave and I was 
glad when I saw the South Wind coming toward me, 
for the South Wind and I were old friends. And I 
asked the South Wind to sing with me a requiem 
over the little red baby. 

"All that night the South Wind and I sang 
together, sometimes in one tone and sometimes in 
another, but try as we might our song always ended 
in a mournful wail. 

** When the sun came up over the hills the 
South Wind bade me good by, and again 1 watered 
the little grave with my teats. 

**One morning I looked down and saw a strange 
green twig coming up out of the grave. 1 did not 
like this, for I loved the red baby; and then I feared 
that perhaps another tree had come to share my 
surroundings. But I continued to water the grave 
as before. 

**One day the South Wind paid me another 
visit and I told the story of the green twig. 

** *01d friend,' said the South Wind, *you are 
very wise and have seen much of life out here on 
the plains, but there are some things you do not 
know. The little green twig will be no rival of yours, 
as to strength, but it will some day surpass you, by 
far, as to beauty. Wait and see.' And then the 
South Wind went away. 

*M wondered much what it could mean, and 
why the South Wind had not told me all. Then 1 
recalled that all things had been created for a pur- 
pose — and why not the little green twig. 

"Another day passed, and still others, and still 
I watered the grave of the little red baby with dew. 
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**One bright morning I looked down and what 
do you suppose I saw ? A blushing red rose, full 
blown. 

**In time the rose and I became fast friends and 
often chatted together. 1 told the red rose of my 
fears when the green twig first appeared and the rose 
laughed and said: *You have your mission on 
earth, so have I. Let us be friends.' 

**The summer passed and the fall waned — ^the 
earth was covered with snow. Beneath the snow 
slept the little red baby and the rose. Then spring 
came and the South Wind melted the snow. I 
watched and saw the red rose peeping up through 
the ground, — putting forth new shoots, and when 
the time for blossoming came there were many red 
roses where only one had been before. 

**Then another season passed and another 
spring came and the red roses scattered farther 
away from the little red baby's grave. They crept 
up hills and down dales — far out on the plain, and 
today you can see them growing everywhere, but 
they all sprang from the heart of the little red baby." 



Half the joys of attending a wedding are taken 
away when a fellow has to dig down in his pockets 
to pay for the presents. 



Papa — If I give you ten cents and you go to 
town and spend five cents for candy, how many 
cents would you bring home? 

Esther— Not any, papa. I'd spend de udder 
nickel for bonbons. 
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Ode to a Turkey. 

I was happy till 1 e't you, 

And the fault is all my own ; 
For 1 never left your carcass 

Till I picked it to the bone. 
Now Vm walking, half in stupor, 

Like a snake chock full of toad. 
Half expecting I will perish 

As I trudge along the road. 
But, dear turkey, you were winsome, 

Dressed up in your Christmas tog. 
And I'm willing to admit it — 

Of myself I made a hog. 

An exchange says the .river is going down. 
Who ever heard of it going any other way. 




* 'taking a drink on the house. 



He stood on the bridge at midnight, 

Disturbing my sweet repose; 
For he was a tall mosquito, 

And the bridge was the bridge of my nose. 
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The Lord Will Provide. 

Now what's the use to grieve and fret? 

Sit down — enjoy your pipe. 
Let beef go sailing to the sky — 

Don't you know that greens are ripe? 

Fill up your kettle to the brim 

Of dandelions and **sich," 
And leave the freight on fatted steers 

For people who are rich. 

For it is written in the book — 

I've read it o'er and o'er — 
**The Lord provides for everyone;" 

Yes, even for the poor. 

And when I see the dandelions 

And spinach growing free, 
I say, go up, beef, to the sky, 

*The Lord is feeding me. 

*On greens 

When a man marries for money and draws a 
bad mother-in-law and a mortgage on the home 
place he begins to wonder where the money is com- 
ing from. 

True love, once planted in a sincere heart, 
never dies. Like a willow tree, the trunk may be 
cut down but the roots are there, and when again 
warmed by the memory of love's sweet dream, 
there sprouts from the heart a tender sprig to re- 
mind one that love is not dead, though hidden for 
years beneath the thin veil of forgetfulness. 
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It does seem nowdays that some people get 
married just for the wedding presents. 




There was a little cat 

That caught a flying bat, 
One evening in the blooming month of June. 

She ate it tail and head, 

And now the cat is dead. 
And her spirit's sailing t'ward the moon. 

Some people talk so much I don't see how they 
find time to get posted. 

Cooks are about the only people who use French 
language to any extent in this country, and they 
have it printed on the menu. 

The landlady who doesn't give her boarders a 
roast once a day generally gets one herself. 

The women of St. Joseph have formed a Home 
Product Society. Judging from the number of 
pretty babies seen at the county fair the society is 
doing well now. 



Time and Money. 

The women spend a lot of time 
In looking for a hat 

That sets upon their natty heads 
Just so — ^like that. 

The men they spend a lot of time 
In trying to raise the dough 

To pay for wifey's little hat 
That she might look just so. 

Home Rule. 
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A considerate father who wanted to keep his 
children at home nights and at the same time interest 
them, said: 

"Now, boys, let us organize a home society 
and have our officers the same as the big men of the 
country do at the White House. ' ' 

Bobby — All right; and you be president, papa. 

Sammy — Yes, and let Tommy be vice-president. 

Willie — And I move that Jimmie be secretary. 

Charlie — I second the motion, and move that 
Bennie be made treasurer. 

The society had been about organized when 
little Gaston arose and said: 

'*My father, and my brothers, we have forgot- 
ten the most important office within our gift. If we 
are to play White House we must have a speaker — 
who shall it be?" 

** Mamma!" cried a chorus of voices, and it 
was so. 
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"THE OLDEST INHABITANT. 



Where is the school boy who has not read and 
heard of **The Oldest Inhabitant?" 

This relic of antiquity knew all the great men 
of the country and had a hand in all of the principal 
events that have been gathered into history. For 
ages he has been a wanderer on the face of the earth 
and he breaks into print without provocation. He 
doesn't seem to care where or how he breaks in, 
just so he gets in. 

He knew George Washington's father well, and 
sold the bay mule to Abraham Lincoln, that he 
used on the Erie canal. When Bunker Hill was a 
struggling young ant mole he carried water and 
nourished it. He was on the ground when John 
Brown started the war at Harper's Ferry and ate 
apples from the tree from which Jefferson Davis picked 
fruit and turned cider into **crimson." 

When the gold fever broke out of jail and went 
to California, in '49, The Oldest Inhabitant was 
the first to cross the Great Divide, and he discovered 
Pike's Peak before Pike was bom. He said he was 
a piker, and no one doubted him. 

In the winter of '37 he saw snow four feet deep 
above the court house steeple at Carson City, and 
on the following spring he ate soup from the Big 
Horn Basin in Wyoming. From there he took the 
trail for South Omaha and crossed the Delaware 
just ahead of George Washington. He also has a 
faint recollection of crossing the Dead Sea on dry 
land, but he says he didn't do it until he had tele- 
phoned Roscoe Conkling to hew out a coffin for him 




'Kicked a bucket of milk all over Ben Butler's 
new linen pants." 
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in event he was overcome by the damps. 

When Roubedoux discovered St. Joseph, Mo., 
and was just about to pack it up and take it back 
with him to Columbus, Ohio, The Oldest Inhabi- 
tant arrived in a flat boat from Elmwood, Nebraska, 
made of olive branches, and induced Mr. Roubedoux 
to unpack his grip and open up a tobacco store at 
the mouth of Snake Creek, just south of the pest 
house. A great many people living today may not 
know how near St. Joseph came to being kidnapped, 
but Old Man Inhabitant remembers it well. 

When Chicago first appeared on the map Mr. 
Inhabitant sold Julius Cooley a Jersey cow that he 
imported from Deadwood, South Dakota. Cooley 
took the cow where she could have plenty of Michi- 
gan water from the lake, and just thirteen years 
later— and The Oldest Inhabitant remembers it well 
—the great-grandchild of this cow kicked a bucket 
of milk all over Ben Butler's new linen pants and 
Mr. Butler caused such a friction over it that he set 
Chicago on fire and burned out all the second-hand 
stores on State street. Until these stores were 
rebuilt in '76 the watches were made without second 
hands. 

Besides being present at the inauguration of all 
the presidents of the Womans Christian Temperance 
Union The Oldest Inhabitant has passed into the 
great beyond on many occasions. In fact he has 
died so often he has come to look upon death as a 
sort of a pastime. When ever it becomes necessary 
for the boon companion of some noted individual 
to have his memory jjerpetuated this same Oldest 
Inhabitant perpetuates it by dying and having it said 
of him that he knew the Noted Individual well in 
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youth. Sometimes he dies in West Virginia, and 
sometimes in Kansas. He doesn't seem to care 
where or how many times he dies, just so he gets 
an obituary notice. 

When the end of time shall have come, and 
the dinner gong to the great feast, at the eternal 
boards, shall sound above the blasts from Gabriel's 
trumpet, this self-same Oldest Inhabitant will rise 
up from some remote comer and exclaim: * *I knew 
the man well who made that gong. My mother 
used to wash for his wife in Joplin." 

And then the gates will be closed and we who 
are locked inside will hear no more of The Oldest 
Inhabitant. 



A Chicago man proposes getting out another 
revised edition of the Bible. The last time the Bible 
was revised the fire and brimstone was almost done 
away with, and we suppose the Chicago man will 
do away with the New Jerusalem and substitute 
Kansas City. 

A pretty face soon loses its attractiveness unless 
there is more than looks behind it. 

The mothers of these modem days spare the 
rod to such an extent that *'old boys" are sorry 
they were born so long ago. 

# 
While you are laughing at the mistakes of 
others, the other fellow is holding his hand over his 
mouth to keep you from seeing him laugh at you. 



109 

A Poem No Poet Wrote. 



One day while sailing on the bay 
Of Chesapeake, Baltimore, 

A bunch of humor writers 
Were called upon the floor 

To add their little linelet 
To a poem in composite, 

And then I heard them turn and say: 

**A poem? Really, was it?" 
**The Poem that no Poet Wrote" is given a 
place in this book because it is unique and charac- 
teristic of the men of the country who write wit, 
humor and phylosophy for the amusement and 
edification of the millions of readers in America. 
It was written while sailing on Chesapeake bay out 
of Baltimore, May 21, 1903, the day on which 
the American Press Humorists association was 
formed. Mrs. Duncan M. Smith, of Chicago, and 
Mrs. Corinne A. Mayfield, wife of **Rips," started 
the "pome" and passed it along, each man being 
asked to write a line. The horrible result was as 
follows: 

What a jolly lot of fellows! 

(Mrs. D. M. Smith) 
What a handsome lot of ladies! 
(H. E. Warner) 
What a bunch of human bellows! 
(S.W.Gillian) 
^ (Thoufifh it's as hot as hades). 

f (Jack Appleton). 

What a bunich of jolly jokers ! 

(A. U. Mayfield) 
What a lot of ucrly faces! 

(A. L. Bixby) 
What a bunch of fun-provokers 

(T. J. Sullivan) 
Showing off their sorry paces! 
(L. H. Robbins). 
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What a lot of casy-ffocrs— 

(S. E. Kiser) 
Not the way they go on pay-day. 
(D. M. Smith) 
Quips and squibs and jokes by scores 
(Taylor) 
On this perspicuous May-day. 

(Loowell Otis Reese). 

What a lively crowd of crushers ! 

(Theo. H. Bolce) 
What a lovely line of ffirls! 

(Robertus Love) 
What insatiate, wicked lushers!— 

(A. G. Burtroyne) 
Which the same are priceless pearls. 
(James J. Montague). 

What a solemn bunch of speakers. 
(J. A. Ed«rerton) 
Lively anecdotes they tell; 

(Grif Alexander) 
And a very few wife-seekers— 
(E. A. Oliver) 
P*r*aps that's why they ^et on well. 
(R. S. Graves). 

O. the tales of Roy McCardell 

(W.L. Comfort) 
To this sober-minded lot ! 

(Peter Pry Shevlin) 
And some verses every bard *\l 

(Victor A. Hermann) 
Take pride in— not, not, NOT! 

(Geo. S. Appleffarth). 

What an odd collaboration— 

(J. C. Stuart) 

Foremost jesters of the nation ! 
(Anon.) 

And 1 reckon that'll be about all. 



Bobby — Paw, what is a hollow mockery? 

Paw — A hollow mockery, my child, is an echo 
that comes back to you when you hollow in a 
hollow. 



Ill 

Would Not be News. 



'This story is often told in the newspaper offices, 
but has never appeared in print before: 

A **cub" reporter -^s sent to report a fire. He 
was gone an hour or so when he came sauntering 
back into the office and taking a seat, cocked his 
feet on a table and commenced reading a pai)er. 

**Here, young man, where is your story of the 
fire?" demanded the city editor, **didn't it amount 
to anything?" 

**Yes, I should say it did. It was a devil of a 
big fire — burned up the whole works, and three men 
killed." 

"Well, for heaven's sake, get busy there man, 
and write your story; it is almost time to goto press 
now!" And the city editor said it strong, too. 

''What's the use writing it up?" asked the 
"cub" in an unconcerned way, "everybody in town 
was down there and saw it. " 

When a printer makes "pie" he does not look 
pleasant, as a rule. 

The fire alarm sounded and the newspaper 
reporter rushed to the scene of conflagration. He 
met the owner of the place. 

"I am a reporter. How did it start? What's 
the loss? Is there any insurance? Who owns — " 

"Don't bother me— you can read all about it 
in the morning paper," said the proprietor. 

The reporter smiled, and hunted up the janitor, 
who gave him full particulars. 
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In Missouri. 

*'Do you chew tobacco?" asked the stem man 
at the desk who had been approached by the young 
man wanting a position. 

**Y-e-s, sir, but I will quit it," stammered the 
applicant. 

* 'Don't want you to quit it. Give me a chew. 
Thanks. Come in tomorrow and go to work. ' ' 

When a man courts a girl for her money the 
courts are generally called in to separate them. 



The way some people talk you would imagine 
they were raised on a bicycle pump and balloon 
juice. 
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MOTHER. 



Mother. 

No name so sweet, no friend so dear. 

Once 1 heard a street waif say: *'l will defend 
my mother to the grave." Nobler words were 
never spoken. They have nestled sweetly in my 
memory ever since, and proven an incentive to 
awaken to activity the too often sluggish faculties of 
duty and devotion. 

As 1 sit tonight, in my lonliness, and look back 
through the mist of years, 1 can see by the fireside, 
in that dear old home, the smiling face of Mother. 

I loved her then — aye, 1 love her yet. Then, in 
childish faith ; now, in the full devotion of manhood. 

1 have heard the silvery tinklings of playing 
hosts far up the mountains, sweet as bells the fairies 
ring, but the croon of my dear old mother's lullaby 
was infinitely sweeter. 1 have heard the low singing 
of the pines at twilight in the settling winds, quieting 
my tired nerves like a soft hand-touch. But the 
touch of my mother's cheek and the mellow voiced 
prayer breathed upon my face so long ago, despite 
the years, are still more soothing than any earthly 
spell. 1 have heard the midnight storm thundering 
its profoundest commands to be a manly man. 1 
have trembled like a soldier who stands eager to 
leap to battle, when the great organ has given 
cathredal walls the edge of its irresistable vibrations, 
but no thrill, no motive power, no high command 
ever reaches me like the whispering words of my 
mother, long, long ago. 

*'God bless you, my boy," are the words that 
still come to me when the trials of life are the 
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thickest and the clouds are the darkest, and 1 gather 
new hope and battle on. 

TO MY MOTHER. 

FLOWERS PROM HOME. 

Flowers from home! How tenderly 1 open the 
little box the mail carrier has left on my desk. I 
recognize the handwriting of mother! How my 
heart beats with emotion as 1 raise the lid and the 
sweet odor fills my nostrils. The love-light of 
home, dear old home, seems to peep from beneath 
the folded petals. As 1 raise the fragrant blossoms 
to my lips all surroundings are lost, and for a 
moment 1 feel the warm breath of mother against 
my cheek — her loving arms about my neck — a sweet, 
familiar voice whispers words of love in my ear. A 
deep sigh escapes my lips and the echo startles me— - 
all is o'er. Naught but the poor little flowers re- 
main to remind me of the day-dream phantom. 

SCENES OF SADNESS. 



Once, amid the solitudes of the mountains, I 
stood beside the couch of an aged man whose lamp 
of life was flickering in the gathering night and 
dying away as peacefully as the golden rays of the 
setting sun. 1 bent to catch the last words from the 
quivering lips, but the sound that came was as a 
muttering voice from the grave. The listless winds 
sighed through the drooping pines and the cry of a 
night bird echoed down the mountain side like the 
chime of a distant bell. Then all was still. 1 
opened the door to the little cabin and walked out 
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into the crisp air. One by one the stars appeared 

and the silvery rim of the new moon rose above the 

peaks of the rocky crags and looked down upon the 

lonely scene like the half open eye of a faraway 

friend. To me this was a sad scene. 1 shall never 

forget it. 

Once 1 stood upon the rear platform of a 
passenger coach. As the train moved slowly away 
from a little station 1 saw a comely mother kneeling 
beside the mangled form of her baby boy that lay 
upon the planks. The pallid lips of the dying child 
moved as if he would speak. The grief -stricken 
mother bent to catch a last word, but no **Good- 
bye, Mamma," came — Little Roland was dead. 
The monstrous engine had run him down. There 
he lay, his chubby face bathed in the tears of a 
mother's grief; his golden hair fell about his 
shoulders and his dimpled hands clasped each other 
across his breast. To me this was a sad scene. 
The pleading face of that young mother, and the 
calm features of the angel babe cling to my memory 
like a haunting vision. 

WOES OP OITY LIFE. 



Tonight, as I sit in my room, with my feet 
perched on the sizzling radiator, the howling winds 
rattling at the shutters like an angry spirit seeking 
refuge, 1 content myself with the thought that 1 will 
soon be in bed, sleeping the sleep of the just. 

1 light my cigar and lean back to take a quiet 
smoke before retiring. Suddenly, above the roar 
of the wind, I hear the familiar cry of the news- 
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boy — *'Ex-tra-dishun!" 1 hurry out and buy an 

**extra" only to find that all the salt miners in 

Kansas have gone on a strike and the price of fresh 

salt will go up to three dollars a barrel. 1 throw 

the paper down in disgust and remove one of my 

shoes. 

But, hark! What noise is that! The clang, 
clang of the fire bell, the rumbling sound of the 
engine wheels and the clatter of the horses' hoofs on 
the stone pavement make the coveted quietude 
impossible. 

Then all is still, and 1 breath a sigh of relief. I 
reach for the latch of my other shoe, but now the 
screeching noise of a trolly car attracts my attention, 
and 1 look out the window just in time to see it dash 
into the rear end of a belated coal wagon. A crowd 
soon gathers to ask how it happened, but no one is 
hurt and the crowd moves on. 

Again 1 reach for the shoe latch, but two old 
soaks have met just under my window. Each 
insists that the other is a liar. They grow boisterous 
and a policeman escorts them to a box on the 
comer. Soon the ding-dong of the patrol wagon is 
heard and the two are hurried off to the police 
station. 

The clatter of the horses' hoofs has scarcely 
died away when I hear the rat-tat-tat of the ebony 
sticks, and the bom-bom of the bass drum, and then 
discordant music breaks from two dozen cracked 
horns, as the Dark Town band marches home from 
a day's hilarity. 

As the strangled notes die away like the wail 
of an orphan calf, and I hear naught but the scuffling 
of hurrying feet on the walk below, I remove my 
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shoe and stand erect in my sock feet, gazing 
longingly at the virtuous couch. But what strange, 
sweet noise is that! I listen. Nearer and nearer it 
comes, and as the winds settle, as if to respect a 
superior power, there breaks forth on the calm air, 
in the clear tones of a maiden's voice, the old 
familiar hymn: 

Jesus, lover of my soul, 

Let me to Thy bosom fly — 
While fhe billows near me roll. 
While the tempest still is high. 
The refrain is taken up by half a dozen voices, 
and when the last notes have died away, there comes 
in a trembling voice: 

Our Father which art in Heaven; 
Hallowed be Thy name — 
It is the Salvation Army on its mission of sav- 
ing souls. 

Weary and almost lulled to sleep by the sooth- 
ing song, 1 start to my bed when, above the suppli- 
cations of the Army captain, 1 hear in broken tones, 
that ever present cry: 

**Hot tamales! Hot weinerwurst — they're red 
hot!" 

At last I fall asleep and dream of a quiet country 
home, free from the incessant hum of city life. 



RIOE PUDDING. 



They sat in silent mood. 
He held her soft hand and gazed into her warm 
blue eyes. 

Sho looked kittenish and mellow. Her Irish 
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blue eyes made beautiful settings back of a perfect 
nose that hung like a soft white cloud just toppling 
on the brink of a rosy mouth. 

'^Dearie." 

**Lovie." 

'* Are you happy?" 
**Happy? Yes, darling— happy, and always will 
be with your dear arms about me." 

They looked at each other some more. 

**Yes, dovie, 1 have plucked the tenderest rose 
from your mamma's garden, and naught but the 
soft dews of heaven shall ever dampen those tur- 
quoise eyes." 

Just then the bellboy at the hotel called out, 
** All aboard for Atchison," and the tender dreams 
vanished. 

A REVERIE. 



One night 1 lay sick upon my lonely couch in 
the heart of a great city. Below, upon the busy 
streets, 1 could hear the tramp, tramp of many feet, 
the tones of the passers-by commingled with the roar 
and rumble of heavy wheels, or the whirr of the 
street car. All was life and animation. What a 
spectacle—typical of human life! Ushered into this 
world through no volition of our own, jostled and 
jammed through it and hurried out into the unknown 
against our will! How insignificant we are, after 
all; a mere bubble, tossed upon the great sea of life, 
soon to be dashed against the rocks and shoals that 
borderthe ocean of eternity, and all is over— death 
claims us. 

One by one we drop out of sight, but the ranks 



119 

are filled and the old world wags on and we are 
missed but for a day. New faces come into view, 
new forms are seen among the seething mass of 
rushing pedestrians, and the great flurry of life is 
never retarded. O, how sweet will be the day of 
rest ; free from cares and labors. Yet we shrink 
from it as we would from the burning brand. 

Death! How drear it sounds ; how we exercise 
every faculty to bring into activity every available 
means to shun it ; yet there is no rest elsewhere. 
Did you ever feel that you wanted to die just for a 
day — not to sleep, but to die, and to pass from the 
confines of this noisy, bustling old world, to that 
haven of rest, and there repose in the arms of Love, 
free from all that makes life on this earth miserable? 
No harsh voices to grate upon your ears ; no buzzing 
mistles about your head ; no fine spun tales of slander, 
nor coarse words of profanity ; where all is peace and 
joy and rest? 

A BOY. 



When you come to look the thing square in the 
face you won't blame a boy for being mean when he 
gets old enough to wear suspenders and swear. 
When he was too small to defend himself you stuffed 
him full of paragoric and catnip tea, and then you 
rubbed his gums with a com cob just as soon as you 
found out he was trying to cut his own teeth. You 
made him chew India rubber when he wanted beef- 
steak and pepsin gum. Then to wind up with you 
thrust a name upon him without his consent, and 
when he gets old enough to kick on being called 
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Hank and threatens to change his name you declare 
you will disinherit him and send him to the reform 
school. The facts in the case are, that you didn't 
consult him about coming here, and he has been 
choked into submission every time he dared to cry 
with the colic. A boy ought to be mean when he 
gets old enough to understand how he has been 
treated— and he usually is. 




POURING OVER HIS BOOKS. 



THE SPELL WAS BROKEN. 



Copy was coming in slowly and the noon edi- 
tion must soon go to press. The city editor walked 
the floor, biting nervously the stem of his office pipe; 
the foreman was calling for copy and the machine 
men squirmed restlessly in their chairs. 

"Ding-a-ling! Ding-a-ling!" 

It was the fire alarm, and in a few moments a 
telephone message announced a fierce fire in the 
heart of the city. 

**Good!" cried the city editor. 

* 'Another fire sale," exclaimed the advertising 
man. 
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"Here's a scoop for me," said the reporter as 
he slid down the banister. 

The newsboys were soon yelling **Ex-traE-dish- 
un!" and the spell was broken. 

SOME DOGGEREL. 

Poverty is rarely without company, and as beg- 
gers are not choosers the company usually comes in 
the name of Misery. Sometimes we acquire Poverty, 
but Misery is most always thrust upon us. I had an 
animate portion of Misery thrust upon me one day 
even before I knew I was poor enough to furnish it 
satisfactory entertainment. It came in the form of 
a dog— a yellow dog. 

I hardly thought I was poor enough to own a 
dog, or have a dozen children, but this dog was 
donated by a friend, and I had to take it. Now I 
am too poor to own a dog. That yellow pup came 
near putting me out of business permanently. He 
was bom with an incontrolable desire to kidnap 
everything he found loose in the back yard. If he 
had stayed in his own backyard it wouldn't have 
been so bad; but he soon discovered that the neigh- 
bors had backyards, and it was no uncommon thing 
to see him coming home at all hours of the day lug- 
ging overshoes that I couldn't get my feet into ; 
underclothing that were not made my way ; dolls 
with their heads cracked, and other things too numer- 
ous to mention. He chased the neighbors cats and 
broke up all the setting hens in the block. It got so 
bad that I was afraid to go home in the day time, 
and at night I slept in the cellar to evade the vigilence 
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committee. If anything went wrong in the whole 
neighborhood it was laid onto that yellow pup. My 
private cashier paid off the claims as long as the 
money lasted, and then I had to kill the dog. 
So now he's gone, my dog is gone, 

It grieves me so tothink — 
I sold him to a sausage man 
Who stuffed him in a link. 
P. S.— Complaints are still coming in from the 
outstanding districts. They don't know the dog 
is dead. 

HOW THE EDITOR GETS LIOKED. 



The man who licks the editor is almost as 
numerous as the one who * 'didn't know it was load- 
ed." He usually hangs around the street comers 
and borrpws someone's paper. Then he hunts for 
somethinjg he doesn't like and when he has found it 
he goes in to lick the editor and jam his beautiful 
form down through the floor. I've been licked sev- 
eral times this way in my march to the grave. 

The most vivid recollection I have, however, of 
meeting this style of injured humanity was in a small 
town in Indian Territory. One day the editor of 
the local paper invited me to sit in his big chair and 
collect subscriptions while he went out to attend a 
funeral. I hadn't taken in a cent when a big raw- 
boned ranger came in and wanted to lick the editor. 

I immediately informed him that I was not the 
editor, and was in no way connected with the fight- 
ing department of the paper, but that the editor had 
gone out to his private graveyard to bury a man who 
had called the day before to lick him. I shoved a 



123 

chair out and invited him to sit down and wait until 
the editor could come in and kill him. 

*'N-a-w!" he yelled, *'ril be jumped-up-and- 
down if I ever ^t on another chair, or eat a raw 
sagehen until I have my sizzling brand on the juke- 
necked maverick who runs this bald-headed prevari- 
cator! O, Vm bad! Do you hear— bad!" 

I thought so too. He really looked bad, but I 
hadn't been hired to kill Texas rangers, so I curbed 




'Doubled up like a foot-rule." 

my temper and let him live. 1 was sorry afterwards 
that I didn't kill him and put him out of the way of 
the misery that awaited him. 

Just as he. was ranting the highest the editor 
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came in. I could see that it was not going to be a 
prayer meeting, so I adjourned through the back 
window. From the ouside I could hear the tempest 
from within. The branding was taking place — it 
was the grand round-up of the season. It sounded 
like a Fourth of July celebration dancing a can-can 
with a cyclone. The noise was nearly as bad as a 
college yell or an Elk's August Antic. 

Then there came a lull. I ventured in. The 
editor was alone. He looked like a packinghouse 
hog-sticker, and was breathing very heavy. An 
editor always breathes heavy when he does and 
work. I looked about for the bad man who had 
come in to lick the editor. I found him doubled up 
like a foot-rule and shoved blunt end down into a 
vinegar barrel. He didn't look half as bad as he 
did when I went out. He admitted that he had per- 
haps been too hasty, and begged forgiveness. The 
editor said he had apologies to bum, and didn't care 
for any more, so he openjsd the door and rolled the 
barreled ranger outside and started him down a 
steep hill. 

The coroner was not called to attend to the case 
until someone found the barrel and wanted to use it 
to make fighting whisky in. 

Detailed NIe Dec 



Doggman — Hullo, Johnny, that's a fine dog 
you have there. Has he got a pedigree? 

Boy — Yes sir, a short one. I cut the most of 
it off when I trimmed his ears. 
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HOW TO GET THERE. 



If there's a spot in all this world 
Where mortal man would go — 

Be it 'neath the Tropic skies 
Or in the land of snow — 



Or, should per chance, he care to see 
"The Land of Pure Delight;" 

Or long to ride upon the waves 

'*In Ships that Pass at Nights- 



It matters not— to Rocky peak, 
Or, 'long the Golden Strand — 

The surest way to make the trip 
Is on "The Overland."* 

♦Union Pacific. 



DRY GREEK BUZZARD. 



Printed every Friday by wind power in tlie slied back of Sile 
Greenslate's dmcr store. 

No pelt witli more tlun one bullet hole in it will be accepted 
on subscription. 

DRY CREEK LOCALS. 



Ben Davis, from Dry Gulch, came to town 
last night the first time since he got out of the pen. 
Ben is a fine fellow but he will steal. 

Cross-eyed Jack Badger started to prayer meet- 
ing last Wednesday night but there were too many 
saloons on the road, and before he got to the Last 
Chance he was conducting an open air meeting of 
his own. Jack is a nugget from the deep shaft when 
he gets to talking religion. 

Charley, the oldest son of Hank Hadley, was 
taken sick Wednesday morning with the sage brush 
colic, and Dr. Glish was called to help him out. 
The funeral will be held this afternoon. Poor 
Charley's system was too weak to stand the doctor's 
medicine. 

There are a few girls in Dry Creek who imagine 
they are so sweet that a baptismal in a vat of vinegar 
wouldn't faze them, but we have learned from ex- 
perience on the range that the piU with the most 
sugar on it is the bitterest when you bite into it. 

The Overland stage that carries the mail be- 
tween here and Powder river was held up at Cotton- 
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wood Pass on Monday by the stage driver and an- 
other bandit, who is well know to the authorities. 
No arrests were made as the amount taken from the 
passengers was insufficient to pay the costs of the trial. 



The town board met Wednesday night in the 
hall over the Gold Brick saloon, but when Mayor 
AUity heard that a tenderfoot from St. Louis was 
down stairs he immediately adjourned the session. 
It wasn't ten minates until he was mixed up with 
that tenderfoot in a game of stud poker, and now 
the mayor is sorry he adjourned the meeting. He 
didn't know until he had lost his roll that the tender- 
foot had served two terms on the town board at 
St. Louis. 



Since the charming Miss Black and her widow- 
ed sister, Mrs. Anna Forgot, came here from Chey- 
enne and opened a barber shop on the comer of 
Sabbath and Sheol streets, there isn't a man in Dry 
Creek who lets his beard get over three days old, 
and many of the old mavericks who hadn't tasted 
lather since the rush of '49, are now denouncing 
long whiskers and having their hair cut once a week. 
Even Uncle Silas Greenslat, who is postmaster and 
deacon in the Campbellite church, is going around 
with his face as smooth as the nose of a new calf. 
And we never hear a roar 

From a single Dry Creek man 
'Bout the razor being dull 

Or the barber's homy hand; 
But they everyone declare 

That the lather's superfine. 
And the hand that mbs their whiskers 
Is the next thing to divine. 
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THE DRINKSMAN'S SOLILOQUY. 

I've drunk at the flowing fountain, 

And quenched my thirst at the well; 

I've sipped the dews of the mountain, 
And paused at the springs in the dell. 

I've quaffed a thousand gallons 
Of mellow ambered brew — 
I've lingered near the faucet 
That created life anew, 

But no sparkling wine or water, 

Nectar, fizz, or olivettes 
Could ever touch the palate 

Like a glass of foaming "Goetz." 
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To My Patrons: — To every purchaser of a one- 
quart bottle of my famous Red Raving Whisky, 
between now and Easter Sunday, I will give free, 
one vest-pocket fire extinguisher and a receipt for 
pulling corks without making a noise. Don't 
forget to ask for the fire extinguisher— you will 
need it. — Red Mike, Saloonist. 2-l3-tf. 

Yellow Hammer, a Sioux buck from the head- 
waters of the Niobrara, drifted into town last night, 
and after loafing around at Dick Bartley's barber 
shop for two hours, he complained of being "heap 
sick." He said he was just getting over the small- 
pox and wanted to go some place where he could 
meditate and scratch. The place was soon provided. 
Six men dug the hole just south of the slaughter 
house and inside of thirty minutes there was an 
Indian funeral taking place at long range. Bill 
Kent acted as funeral director and chief mourner, 
with his mustang pony and a 100-foot rope as 
pallbearers. We do not know who vaccinated 
Yellow Hammer, but we understand it "took" the 
first shot. 

Polygamy Bill, who came here last fall from 
Salt Lake, under the guise of an innocent book 
agent, has the temerity to inform the editor of the 
Buzzard that he will flirt with Dry Creek society to 
his heart's content, and that if we dare to publish 
his past record he will make our hide look like a 
dip-net. This kind of a threat may work all right 
in Utah, where a plurality of grass-widows and a 
multiplicity of orphans are waiting tonight for the 
return of Polygamy Bill, but he can't subsidize the 
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press of Dry Creek, nor muzzle the mouth of the 
editor by threats. Aside from the fact that Bill has 
six deserted wives in Utah, and the regulation 
numberof worse than fatherless children, and that 
he skipped out to evade the vigilance committee, we 
don't know much about him. But this slight 
infraction of social etiquette is too much for Dry 
Creek. 



We are not the man that will raise a howl 
at small things, but unless our worthy postmaster 
attends to his business a little closer there will be a 
vacancy in the Dry Creek postoffice. This great 
religious promulgator must reach its subscribers a 
little more regular in the future or there will be an 
ex-postmaster hanging around these diggings with 
nothing to do but grieve over the past and hunt 
cayotes. 
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